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Vi INDEX bP FIESl' tlN^S. 

For aU thy saints, O God . . . ... . . . . . . 7M 
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Go i^hen the morning ^ilneth . « . 6U 
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Hark, my soul, It is the Lord ...» *....... 4M5 
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e^, Father, hear our prayer . ................. • -ygo 

^gere, in the broken bread. 771 
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High on a hill of dazzling light 6S7 
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The Saviour comes I no outward pomp 644 

These glorious minds, how bright they shine 768 
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Thou art, O God, the Ufb and light 636 
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Thou, hufinite in love 668 
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Viii INDEX OP PIRSt LINES. 

Ttty home is with the humble, Lord , TSt 

Thy will be done ! in deyious way f^i 

Yhy will be done ! I will not fear 00!^ 

<(>T)p finished!'* so the Savlonr cried 7<U 

*T is midnight; and on OUve's brow flS5 

T is my happiness below COS 

UPON tiie Gospel's sacred page • .,. • ^ ^ . . fSti 

WAKE not, O mother, sounds of lamentation, 65i 

Webless thee for this sacred day 631 

We tread the path our Master trod 762 

What sinners valae I resign \ tfH 

What Tarious hinderances we meet • 705 

When all the hoars of life are past, HSl 

When, driren by oppression's rod 778 

Wh^ gathering clouds around I view , 706 

When, marshalled on the nightly plain 649 

When the sun glortously comes forth from the ocean .616 
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Why should we start and fear to die 7d9 
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SUPPLEMENTARY HYMNS. 



610. S. M. 

Frayer. 



Come to the morning prayer, 
Coine, let us kneel and pray, — ^ 

Prayer is the Christian pilgrim's staff, 
To walk with God all day. 



2 At noon, beneath the Rock 

Of Ages, rest and pray ; 
Sweet is the shelter from the heat. 
When the sun smiles by day. 

3 At evening, shut thy door. 

Round the home altar pray ; 
And finding there the house of God, 
At heaven's gate close the day. 

4 When midnight veils our eyes, 

O, it is sweet to say, 
I sleep, but my heart waketh. Lord, 
With thee to watch and pray ! 

467 ^ ^ 
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611. MOSNING AND EVENING. 

611, 7 & 6s. M. ^ 

Morning Prayer^. 

1 Go when the morning shitieth, 

Gro when the noon is bright| 
Go when the eve declineth, 

Go in the hush of night ; 
Go with pure mind and feeling, ^ 

Fling earthly thought away, 
And in thy chambe* kneeling. 

Do thou in secret pray. 

2 Remember all who love thee, 

All who are loved by thee ; 
Pray, too, for those who hate thee, 

If any such there be ; 
Then for thyself, in meekness, 

A blessing humbly claim. 
And link with each petition 

Thy great Redeemer's name. 

3 Or, if 'tis e'er denied thee 

In solitude to pray, 
Should holy thoughts come o'er thee, 

When friends are round thy way, 
E'en then the silent breathing. 

Thy spirit raised above, . 
Will reach his throne of glory, 

Who is Mercy, Truth, and Love. 

4 O, not a joy nor blessing 

With this can we comjpare -i— 
The power that he hath given us 
To pour our souls in prayer. 
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MOSIIIMC^ iUiJD EVENING. 613, 6|9% 

Whene'er thou pin'st in sadness, 

Befote hid foDtstool fall. 
Remember, in thy gladness. 

His love who gav€ thee all. 



613* 8s. M, 81. • HOOO, ALTBRSD. 

Praise, 

1 Lauded be thy name forever. 
Thou of life the Guard and Giver ! 
Thou who slumberest not, nor sleepest, 
Blest are they thou kindly keepest ; 
God of stillness and of motion, 

Of tiie rainbow and the ocean, 
Of the mountain, rock, and river, 
Bteseed be' thy name forever. 

2 God of evejning's yellow ray ; 
God of yonder dawning day. 
That yises from the distant sea. 
Like breathings from eternity. 
Thine the flaming sphere of light, 
Thine the darkness of the night ; 
God of life, that fade shall nev^, 
Glory to thy name forever! 

613. L. M. KBBtB. 

Jifoming. 

Ivjl every morning is the love 
uflrwakcSciing and uprising prove ; 
Through sleep and darkness safely brought, 
Bestov^ toiliJfQ} and power^ and thought. 
40 ^ 
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6ra. MOtiS'l^G ' AND EVTlNtlW: ' ' 

2 ]>^eW mercies, 'e^ch'yeMMhg'dSty^^ '^ ' '^^ 
Hov^r sirotind tis \vhite We p^y ; ' " • 
New perils 'past; hew nihd forgivenj 

New thoughts of God, new hopes' dfheaven^ 

3 If on our dki\y cotifse our miiid 'i ) 
Be set, to balloW dH wefiiid, -j • 
New treasures still, of countless price, , 
God will provide far sacrifice. > i 

4 O, could wa karfi that sacrifice, 

Wh^t ]j^ts would all around us rise ! / 
How wQuid our hearts with wisdom, talk 
Along life's jduUe&t, drearies^t waik ! ; /; 

6 Seek we no more ; content with these, 
Let present rapture, ^omfort, ease, x 

As Heaven shall bid them, come and go — 
The secret this of rest below; 

6 Only, O Lord, in tliy dear love, 
Fit us for perfect rest above, 
And help u^, this and every day,' 
To live more nearly as we pray. ^ 

614. .. . ii.:M* . ,mTi;8. 
Qod^s'Giorp in Ohtist 

1 Now to the Lord a jioble song ; 
Awake, my soul, awake, my topgae ; 
Hosanna to the eternal name. 

And all his boundless love proclaim. 

2 See where it shines in Jesus' face, ^B 
The brightest image of his grace; 
God, in the pejson of his Son, 
Has aU his mightiest worics outdone. 
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MOBinVG AND EYENINO. ^^(^ ^ 

3 The spaoious earth and spreading Hood 
Proclaim the wise and powerful God; 
And thy rich glories from afar 
Sparkle in every rolling star. 

4 Bat in his looks a glory stands. 
The noblest labor of thy hands ; ^ 
The pleasing lustre of his eyes 
Outshines the wonders of the slde8» 

6 Grace ! His a charming theme ; 
My thoughts rejoice at Jesus' name ; 
Ye angels, dwell upon the sound — 
Ye heavens, reflect it to the grounds 

•Iff. 7 & 6s. M. Akontbcova. 

A Morning- Hymn. 

1 The morning light is breaking;^ 

The darkness disappears, 
The sons of earth are waking 

To penitential tears \ 
Each breeze that sweeps the oceao 

Brings tidings from afar 
Of nations in commotion, 

Prepared for Zion's wat* 

2 Rich dews of grace come o'er us 

In many a gentle shower, 
And brighter scenes before us 

Are opening, every hour ; 
Each cry to* Heaven going 

Abundant answer brings,. 
And heavenly gales are blowing, 

With peace upon their wings. 
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Al^f 617. MORNING AND EVENING. 

3' Blest river of salvfftidn, 
^ Pursue thy ofivmird way ; 

Flow thou tO" every naftfon, 
Nor in thy richness stay ; 
Stay not till, all the lowly 

Triumphant reach their home ; , 
Stay riot till all the holy 
Proclaim the Lord haa come. . ; 

616. 12s. M. 

Prayer for the Faiherless, 

1 Whbn the sun gloriously comes forth irom the 

ocean, . 
Making earth beautiful, chasing shadows 

away, : • . I 

Thus do we offer thee our prayer of devotion, 
God of the fatherless!^ guide us, guard us^ 

to-day. 

2 When o'er the westicm hills^, the sunset tints 

blending, 
81ft»w ud how quickly fades ali^'that on earth 

seems bright, 
Still to unfading realms oar prayer is ascending, 
God of the fatherless ! guide us, guard us 

to-nighK 

617. JOs.-M. Lttb. 

Frayef in AffUeUtnu 

1 Abide with me ! Past fttllsi;he eventide, 
The darkness deepens ; Lord, with me abide! 
When other helpers ftiil a:rid comforti^ ftee. 
Help of ^;he helpless, O, abide with me ! 
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MQ1UUII6 ANP EVSHma. ; VM^'S 

2 Swift to its close ebbs out fife's little day; . 
Earth's joys grow dim^ it£H gloiies pasa away ; 
Change and dqcay in. all around! see; ' 

Thou who chimgest not, abidfi with me ! 

3 I need thy presence every passing hour ; 
What but thy grace can foil the tempter's 

power ? 
Who like thyself my guide and stay can be ? 
On to the close, O Lord, abide with me! : 

4 Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes ; 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the 

skies: ' ' 

Heaven'^ morning breaks, and earth's vain 

shadows flee ; 
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me! 

618. L.M. COLLTSE. 

1 Another fleeting day is gone ! 

Slow o'er the west th6 shadows rise ; 
Swift the soft-stealing hours have flown, . 
And night's dark ruantle veils the skies, 

2 Another fleeting day is gone I 

Swept from the records of the year ; 
And still, with every setting sun,t 
Life's fading visions disappear. 

8 Another fleeting day is gone I 
But soon a fairer shall arise — 
A day, whose never*setting sun 
Shall potgr its light o'er cloudless (skies. 
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^^^41 f ' .- ".' ^MOHNING AND fivMiife. ' 

4 Another fleeting day is gone ! 

In solemn silence rest, my toul^ 
And bow before hi« ^wfjol throne, 

Who bids the morn iand evening rolL . , 

619. C. M. W. B. O. Pbabcmdt./ ^ 

Autumn Evening Meditations, 

1 Behold the we^ern evening light! 

It melts in deepeninj^ S^^^^^ 5 
So calmly Christians sink away> 

Descending to the tomb. 
The winds breathe low — the withefing leaf J 

Scarce whispers from the tree ; 
So gentiiy flow^s the parting breath, 

When good men cease to be^ 

2 How beautiful, on all tbe hills, v 

The crimson light is shed ! 
'Tis like the peaee l^e Christian ^ves 

To mourners round his bed. ^ 

How mildly on the wandering cloud 

The sunset beam is cast! 
'Tis like the memory left behind. 

When loved ones breathe their last. 

3 And now above the dews of night 

The yellow, star s^ppears ; 
So faith springs iii the hearts of those 

Whose eyes are bathed in tears. 
But soon the morning's happier light 

Its glories shall restore ; 
And eyelids that are sealed in death 

Shall wake to close no more. 
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MOillllK^ ^AN^-^vmi^t^. ,.6SiOi^,fl||||||4i 



Jt 



1 I LOVE TO steal a while away 

From every cumbering care, 
And spend theidicmrs owtettltag dafTT .» 
In humble, grateful prayer. 

2 I love tq think on mercies past, 

And future good implore, ! ^ ' 

And all ray care^ and ^brrovO^s <apt ", 
On Him whom I adore. , i 

y I lopvebyi faith to take ^ view: .. 

Of brighter seianes ill hcavea ^'^ • 
The prospect doth my. stitengtb-refiew, 
While here by tempests. driveii, •. .: ^ 

4 Thus, when ^fe'd kiUaoi||e day ia^o^et. 
May its departing cay . 
Be calm aa^hts impreRsive/boniv : 
And lead t6 ehdless<day. » .» 

681, , 7s: M.' ' ' FuBNfisij: ' 

, , Song in the Night 

1 Slowly, by God's hand unfurled, 
Down around the we^ry world 
Falls the darkness ;0, how stfll 
Is the working of his >viH ! 

2 Mightjr Spirit, aver nigh ! 
Work in me as silently ; , 

Veil, tb© day's distracting, sigbt^^: , 
Show me heaven's eternal, ligUt^t 
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M#, 633. HQSNIKG atKIXi^.EF^^IIilG. 

3 Living star* io vtevT.bftjbi^Wgh*^' ..^^^ - 
Itt the, bouadieas ?<ea]5{^8. pf > tl^aug^t, 

High iiid into4te,4^W?N. ^.{:\ 
FlamnigUte: those, iJppei^ fo^^ru ! 

4 Holy truths eternal rights ; i r ^ ;i 7/ t: 
Let them bi^eafc ufaoa myj«i«W?;i 
Let them^shine serene awi^jStilU^:/-^ 
Aild with light my being j5U.; . '* 

1 Softly now the light of iflttjr ' ' 
Fades upon my sight away ; 
Free from care, from labor free, 
Lord^ I would commune with thee. 

2 Thou, whowpftU-pervading eye 
Nought escapes^ withowtf within, 
Pardon; each infirmity, . ; . , 
Open fault ancl^ecr^t sin. : 

3 Soon for me %he light of day 
Shall forevet pass a\vay, 
Then, f^tn ^ih tod sorrow free. 
Take me. Lord, to dwell with thee. 

633; '8 & 7s.'M. c.iioMiNs. 
$ahhat1i Evening Worship. 

1 Lo ! the day of rest decUneth ; 

Gather fast the shades of night : 
May iher Sun, that ever shineth, 
Fill pi^f souls with heg^yenly light 
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^^'ll^eUd^^^ cfBTA^ <tte'«<)efie;ie' Bprtod; 

On his cbiki1ren,'ito^^t|^<ealUing/ '' 

Pure^ }hfltu^n€e>'€h6d yrilbfihed*. ' 

3 While thine tare 6f.lo¥e si^ressing) ? 
Tkiis our paartiiig Jti^yic^n ,we .sing ? 
Father) giire: tfaine. evening. Musing ; 
Fold^u6:Bafe b0]ie9tb,jtliy;wiqgf 

, ^earfir to OofL 

1 NjEAtiBp, my God, to thee — 

N^^rer to thee ! ' ' * '; ^ 

EVu though it be il etoss 
.... T,hat raiseth me, ' 

Still all my song would be, ' ^ 
Nearer, my God , to . thee t--: 
Nearer to thee I 

2 Though, -like the waftderer, ' 

The stiii goiie down, • ' 
Bfttkn^9tbj^;oy^ff ifl^,,, * , . 

. Myj'e9t.a;S^aip, / . ,... \, 
¥e1>;in my: 4reaj:^,i'4 beV . :< 
Ne^r^r, my,.God,,to tji^e --^ r. 

Nearer to thee! ' 

,3 There let: th^w^y; appeal,, .^ 

Steps unto heaven ; '"" ' 
All that thou sehdest me 
' In mercy giVen; : ; • 

Angels to becken mo ; • 
Nearer, my God, to thfee *^ 

Nearer to thee-! 
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4 Then with ray wakings thowgbtfrn 
Bright; with thy pmiae,. . r , 

Out of my stoaygrfefij^ ./y 

Bethd[..rillraiae^ . .,, 

So by my woes to be . , s 
Nearejr, my God, to the^ — 
Nearer to thee ! 

6 Of if on joyful wing 

Cleaving the sky, 
Surt, moon, and stars forgot. 

Upwards I fly, * 

Still all my song shall be, ' 
Nearer, my GrOjd, to thee -;- 

Nearer to thee ! 



63tS. 8^ 3^ & 6sl ]\£ Feqm the Gebxait. 

Nature praUing^ Ood, ^ 

O, COME and sing your Maker's name ; 
With cheerful tha»k»hia poraise proelaimj : 

F'or ye are all his own ;- 
All, from the angel to ihe • worm, / ; 

The vernal breeze, ibe raging stonfi, I 

Confess him Lord alone. , ^ 

He gives the world yon brb of light.; 
He bids the moon shine mildly bright ; 

He wields the balanced earth ; 
He makes the $easons duly yield ; i j. 

His dews refresh the grassy field, 

And give its treft&ure^, birth. > 
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3 His raiflbow stifl jii<06feiitns on high 
That mercy, to repentance nigh, 

Which never shall abate ; 
The morning on the midnight calls, 
The day exclaims till evening falls. 

That God is good and great ; -^ 

4 Great when the thunder rolls along, 
Great in the streams of ocean strpn^^ ^ 

The light, the fountains sweet. ' 
Great God, if thus thy praises be. 
Make this devoted heart to thee 

A sanctuary meet. 

636. CM, Betaxt. 

Asking OocPs Pity and Orace. 

• 

1 O God, whose dread and dazzling brow 

" Love never yet forsook. 
On those who/seek thy preis^nce now 
In deep compassion look. 

2 For many a frail a,nd erring heart 

Is in thy holy sight, 
And feet too willing to. depart 
From the plain way of right 

3 Yet pleased the humble prayer to hear, 

And kind to all that live. 
Thou, when thou s^est the contrite tear, 
Art ready to forgive. 

4 Lord, aid us with thy heavenly grace 

Our truest bliss to find, 
Nor sternly judge our erring race, 
So feeble and so blind. 
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SS7. 0. P. M; BBr. H. HookB. 
6f<r^ is Love: 

1 My God, thy boundless love I praise ; 
How bright on high its glories blaze ! 

How sweetly bloom below ! 
It streams from thine eternal throne ; 
Throu^ heaven its joys forever run,« 

And o'er the earth they flow. 

2 'Tis love that paints the purple morn^ 
And bids the clouds, in air upboriie, 

Their genial drops distil ; 
In every vernal beam it glows, 
And breathes in every gale that blows, 

And glides in every rill. 

8 It robes in cheerful green the ground. 
And poors its flowery beauties round, 
Whose sweets perfume the gal.e ; ' 
Its bounties richly spread the plain, 
The blushing fruit, the golden grain. 
And smile in every vale. 

4 Butin thy word we see it shine 
With* grace and glory more divine. 

Proclaiming sins forgiven ; 
There Faith, bright cherub, points* the way 
To realms of everlasting day 

And opens all her heaven. 

5 Then let the love that makes me blest 
With cheerful praise inspire my breast. 

And ardent gratitude ; 
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And all my thoughts and passions tend 
Tot thee, iny Father and my Friend, 
My soul's eternal good. 

838 f H. M. DODDRIDOE. 

Chrigt seen of Angels* 

1 O, YE immortal throng 

Of angels round the throne, 
Join with our feeble song 
' To make the Saviour known ; 
^ On earth ye knew 

His 'wondrous grace ^ 
Hi^ beauteous face 
In heaven ye view. 

2 Ye saw the heaven-born child 

In human flesh, arrayed, - 
Benevolent and mild, 

"While in the manger laid; 
And praise to God, 
And peace on eartb, 
For such a birth, 
Proclaimed aloudi . 

3 Around his sacred tomb 

A willingi watch ye keep, 
Till the blest monient come 
To rouse him from his sleep ; 
Then rolled the stone, 
.And all adored 
Your riaing Lord 
With joy; unknown. 
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PRAISE AND THANKSGIVIIfG. 

4 When all arrayed in light, 

The shining Conqiieror rode, 
Ye hailed his rapturous flight 
Up to the throne of God, 
And waved around 
Your golden wings 
And s^uck your etrings 
Of sweetest sound. 

5 The warbling notes pursue, 

And louder anthems raise, 
While mortals sing with you 
Their own Redeemer's praise ; 
And thou, my he^. 
With equal flame, 
And joy the same, 
Perform thy part. 



«»•. L. M. Watts. 

Praise and blessed FrivUege, 

1 Sweet is the work, my God, my King, 
To praise thy name, give thanks, and sing- 
To show thy love by morning light. 

And talk of all thy truth at night 

2 Sweet is the sacred day of rest ; 

No mortal cares shall seize my breast ; 
O, may my heart in tune be found, 
Like David^s harp of solemn sound. 

3 But I shall share a glorious part 
When grace hath well refined my heart, 
And fresh supplies of joy are shed. 
Like holy oil, to cheer my head. 
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FEAISE'ANI) THANKSGIVING. OSO^O^l* 

4 Then shall I see, and hear, and know, 
All r desired or wished below. 
And every power find sweet employ 
In that eternal world of joy. 



Earth an Emblem of Heaven. 

1 The earth, all light and loveliijiiBss, 

In sunimer's golden hours, 
Shines, in her bridal vesture clad, 

And crowned with festal llowers, 
So radiantly beautiful, 

So like to heaven above. 
We scarce can deem more fair that world 

Of perfect bliss and love. 

2 Is this a shadow, faint and diiti^ 

Of that which is to come ? 
What shall the unveiled splendor be 

Of our- celestial borne, 
Whefe waves the ^rious tree of life, 

Where streams of bliss gush free, 
And all is glowing in the light 

Of immort^ity ! 

•31. L. M. Mrs. Gilscan. 

The SabhaOi. 

We bless thee for this sacred day, 

xThou, who hast every blessing given. 
Which sends the dreams of earth away, 
And yields a glimpse of opening heaven. 
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2 Rich day of holy, thoughtful rest, 

May we enjoy thy calm rapose, 
And, in thy service truly blest, 

Forget the world, its joys and woea. 

3 Lord, may thy truth upon the heart 

Now fail, and dwell as heavenly dew. 

And flowers of grace in freshness start, 

Were once the weeds of error grew. 

4 May Prayer now lift her sacred wings, 

Contented with that aim alone, 
Which bears her to the King of kings. 
And rests her at his sheltering throne. 

633. L. M. & F. Adams. 
Go€P» Care for JU. 

1 He sendeth sun, hesendeth showery 
Alike they're needful to the flower ; 
And joys and tears alike are sent 
To give the soul fit nourishment. 
As comes to me or cloud or sun. 
Father, thy will, not mine, be done. 

2 Can loving children e'er reprove 

With murmurs Vhom they trust and love ? 

Creator, I would ever be 

A trusting, loving child to thee. 

As comes to me or cloud or sun, 

Father, thy will, not mine, be done. 

8 O, ne'er will I at life repine. 

Enough that thou hast made it mine ; 
When falls the shadow cold of death, 
I yet will sing, with parting breath. 
As comes to me or cloud or sun, 
Father, thy will, not mine, be done. 
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633. G. M, Ltjul Ca^h. 

(?ocP« Presence, 

1 O, IT? is hard to work for God, 

To rise and take bi& part, 
Upon this battk-field of earthy 
And not sometimes lose heart! 

2 He hides himself so wondrously, 

As though there were no God ; 
He is least seen when all the powers 
Of ill are most abroad ; 

3 Or he deserts us at the hour 

The fight is all but lost, 
And seems to leave us to ourselves 
Just when we need him most. 

4 111 masters good ; good seems to change 

To ill with greatest ease ; 
And, worst of all, the good with good 
Is at cross purposes. 

5 It is not so, but so it looks ; 

And we lose courage then ; 
And doubts will corner if God hath kept 
His promises to men. 

6 Ah ! God is other than we think ; 

His ways are far above, 
Far beyond reason's height, and reached 
Only by child-like love. 

41* 485 



itized by Google 



m^^ 



PROVIDENCE or GOD. 



•34^ C. M. Lyra Ca^h. 

OocPs Presence, 

1 The look, the fashion of God's ways 

Love's life-long study are ; 
She can be bold, and guess, and act, 
When reason would not dare. 

2 She has a prudence of her own ; 

Her step is firm and free ; 
Yet there is cautious science, too, 
In her simplicity. 

3 Workman of God ! O, lose not heart, 

But learn what God is like ; 
And in the darkest battle field 
Thou shalt know where to strike. 

4 O, blessed is he to whom is given 

The instinct that can tell 
That God is on the field, when he 
Is most invisible, 

5 And blessed is he who can divine 

Where real right doth lie, 
And dares to take the side that seems 
Wrong to man's blindfold eye. 

6 O, learn to scorn the praise of men ! 

O, learn to lose with God ! 
For Jesus won the world through shame. 
And beckons thee his road. 

7 For right is right, since God is God, 

And right the day must win ; 
To doubt would be disloyalty. 
To falter would be sin. 
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PEOVIDSKCS OF GOD. 63t() Ml9b 
6StF« C. M. Obt0NVI£I.B. 

The Fotoer of Prayer. 

1 Thjbrs is an eye that aever sleeps 

Beneath the wing of night ; 
There is an ear that never shuts, 
When sink the beams of light 

2 There is an arm that never tires, 

When human strength gives way ; 
There is a love that never fails, 
When earthly loves decay. 

3 That eye is fixed on seraph throngs ; 

That arm upholds the sky ; 
That ear is filled with angel songs ; 
That love is throned on high. 

4 But there's a power which man can wield 

When mortal aid is vain, 
That eye, that arm, that love to reach, 
That listening ear to gain. 

6 That power is prayer, which soars on high, 
Through Jesus, to the throne ; 
And moves the band which moves the world. 
To bring salvation down 1' 

63S. L M. 61. H. MooBB. 
Qod sem in M Things. 
1 Thou art, O God, the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see ; 
Its glow by day, its smile by night, 

Are buti reflections caught from thee ; 
Where'er we turn, thy glories shine. 
And all things fair and bri^t are thine. 
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2 When day, with farewell beam, delays, 

Among the opening clouds of even. 
And we can almost think we gaze 

Through golden vistas into heaven, 
Those hues. that make the sun's decline 
So soft, so radiant, Lord, are thine. 

3 When night, with wings of starry gloom, 

O'ershadows all the earth and skies, 
Like some dark, beauteous bird, whose plume 

Is sparkling with unnumbered eyes> — 
That sacred ^oom, those fires divine. 
So grand, so countless, Lord, are thine. 

4 When youthful spring around us breathes, 

Thy spirit warms her fragrant sigh. 
And every flower the summer wreathes, 

Is born beneath thy kindling eye ; 
Where'er we turn, thy glories shine. 
And all things fair and bright are thine. 



637. L Ml Watts. 

God^^ Angela. 

1 High on a hill of dazzling light 

The King of Glory spreads his seat, 

And troops of angels, siretched for flight. 

Stand waiting round his awful feet. 

2 Thy winged troops,. O God of hosts, 

Wait on thy wandering church below : 
Here we are sailing to thy coasts ; 
Let angels be our convoys top. 
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3 Are they not ail thy servants, Lord ? 
At thy command they go and come, 
With cheerful haste obey thy word, 
And guard their children to their home. 

638. S. M. E. Taylob. 

The Bible. 

• 1 It is the one true light, - 

When other lamps grow dim^ ' 
'Twill never burn less purely btight. 
Nor lead astray from Him; 
It is Love's blessed band, , 
That reaches from the't|if6ne 
To him — whoe'er he be — whose hand 
Will seize it for his^own ! 

2 It is the golde;i key 
Unto celestial wealth, 

Joy to the spns of poverty. 
And to the sick man, health ! 
The gently proffered aid 
Of One who knows and best 

Supplies the beings He has made 
With what will make them blest. 

3 It is the sweetest sound 
That infant years can heg^r, 

Travelling across that holy ground, 

With God and angels near. 

There rests the weary head, 

There age and sorrow go ; 
And how it smooths the dying b^d, 

O, let the Christian shpw ! 
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639. L. M. BowftiifO. 

The, Gosp^. 

1 Upon the Gospel's sacred page 

The gathered beams of ages shine; 
And, as it hastens, every age 

Bat makes its brightnass more divine. 

2 On mightier wing, in loftier flight, 

From year to year does knowledge soar^ 
And, as it soars, the Gospel light 
Ad^& to its influence more and more. 

3 Truth, strengthened by the strength of thought. 

Pours inexhaustible supplies. 
Whence sagest teachers may be taught^ 
And wisdom's self become more wise. 

4 More glorious still a^ centuries roll. 

New regions blest, new powers unfurled, 
Expanding with the expanding soul. 
Its waters shall o'erfloW thb .world ; — 

6 Flow to restore, but not de&troy y 

As when the cloudle&s lamp of day 
Pours out its floods of light and joy, 
And sweeps each lingering mist away. 

$40. C. M. 

The Coronation, 

1 All hail, the power of Jesus' name ! 
Let angels prostrate fall : 
Bring forth the royal diadem. 

And crown him Lord of all ! 
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2 CJrown him, ye martyrs of our God, 

Who from his al^r call ; 
Extol the stem of Jesse's rod, 
And crown him Lord of all ! 

3 Ye, chosen seed of IsjmeJ'&rac^ 

A remnant weak and small, • 
Hail him who saves you, by. his gra<^^ 

And crown him Lord of all ! 

,# 

4 Ye Gentile sinners, ne'et forget 

The wormwood and the gall; 
Go, spread youf trophies at hisfeet^ 
And crgwn himyLord of all! 

6 Let every kindred, every tribe, 
On this terrestrial ball, 
To him all majesty ascribe. 
And crown him Lord of all 1 

6 O, that with yonder sacred thxong. 
We at his feet may fall ! 
We '11 join the everlasting song, 
And crown him Lord of all! 



641. S* M. Hammond. 

" The Song of tTie Lamb:' Rev. xv. 3, 4. 

1 Awake, and sing the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb ! 
Wake, every heart, and every tongue. 
To praise the Saviour's name ! 
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2 Sing of hia dying l6te ; - 

Sing of his nmng power: 
Sing how he intefcedes above 
For those whoise sini^ he bore. 

3 Sing, till we feel our hearta 

Ascending with our tongues ; 
Sing, till the love of sin departs. 
And grace inspires our songs. 

4 Sing, on your heavenly Vray, 

Ye ransomed sinners, sing! 
Sing on, rejoicing eveiy day 
In Christ, th' exsJted King. 

5 Soon shall we hear bim say^ 

" Ye blessed ohUdren, come ! ^^ 
Soon will he call lis hence away 
To our eternal home. 

6 Soon shall our raptured tongue 

His endless ptaise proclaim^ 
And sweeter voices tune the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb. 



•49. 0. M. Watts. 

Ptaise to ike Lamb. 

1 Behold the glories of the Lamb 
Amidst his Father's throne : 
Prepare new honors for his name. 
And songs before unknown. 
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Let elders worship. |tt; his feet,. 

The ehiirch'^doi^ mm^d^ 
With vials fall 0f. qdoip s^^we^t, 

And hwpp» of ^Wjfetw spjQod. , 

Those are the prayers of all the saints, 
And these the hymns they raise : 

Jesus is kind to our complaints, 
He loves to hear our praise. 

Now to the Lamb, that once was slain, 

Be endless Wjes^ings p^igdd; 
Salvation, glory, joy remain 

Fote^f&: on thy head. 

The worlds, of nature and of grace 
Are put beneath thy power ; 

Then shorten tfieee ddaying days 
And l^ruag the promised bofor. 

64S. C.EM. Medley. 

Song of Praise to Christ, 

O, COULD I speak' the matchless worth, 
O, could I sound the glories forth, 

Whidh in my Saviour shine, 
Fd soar, and touch the heavenly strings, 
And vie with Gabxiel, while be sing^, 

In notes ^most divine. . 

I'd sing the characters he bears. 
And all the forms of love be wears. 

Exalted on bis throne : 
In loftiest songs of sweetest prais^, 
I would, to everlastii^g days, 

Make aU his glories Jknowji. 
42 ^^ 
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3 Well, the dellghifttl? day tdlicotrie, ■ 
When my dear Iiord will bring me home, 

Mad ' I fihali see' his face ; 
Then, with my Saviour, Brdtiier^ Piiend, 
A blest eternity I'll spend, 

Triumphant in his grace. 



04:4:* C. M. Scotch Fabaphsabb. 

A Suffering Saviour. 

1 The Saviour comes ! no outward potrip 
Bespeaks his presence nigh ; 
No earthly beauties in him shiae, 
To draw the carnal eye. 

3 Fair as a bloomings tender flower 
Amidst the desert grows ; 
' So, slighted and despised by man, 
The heavenly Saviour rose. 

3 They held him as condemned by heaven, 

An outcast from his God ; 
While for their -sins he groaned and bled 
Beneath his Father's rod, 

4 With sinners in the dust he lay, 

The rich a grave supplied ; 
Unspotted was his blameless life. 
Unstained by sin he died. 

5 His soul rejoicing shall behold 

The purchase of his pain ; 

And every sinner by him saved 

Shall bless Messiah's reign. 
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6 He died to bear the guilt of men, 
Tbat sin might be forgiven ; 
He lives to blees them, aiid defend, 
And plead their cause in heaven. 



64A. 7s. M. CowPEB. 

Low of'J^sus. ' ' 

1 Hark, my soul ! it is the Lord ; 
'T is thy Saviour ; hear his word : 
Jesus speaks, and sp^kks to thee, — - 
" Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me ? 

2 " I delivered thee when bound. 

And, when bleeding, healed thy wound ; 
Sought thee ^^endering, set thee right, 
Turned thy darkness into light. 

3 " Can a woman's tender care 
Cease towards the child she bare 1 
Yes, she may forgetful be. 

Yet will I remember thee. 

4 " Thou shalt see my glory soon, 
When the work of grace is done ; 
Partner of my throne shalt be ; 
Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me ? " 

5 Lord, it is my chief complaint, 
That my love is weak and faint ; 
Yet I love thee, and adore, — 

O, for grace to love thee more ! 

495 



I 

itized by Google 



64^9^647. J£SUS CHBIST. 

64:6* 7 & 6s. M. M0NTG0M£&T* 

Kingdom of Christ* 

1 Hail to th^ Lond's Anointed, 

Great David's greater Son; 
Hail, in the time appointed, 

His reign on earth begun. 
He comes to break oppression. 

To set the captive free, 
To tkke away transgression, 

And rule in eq^uity. 

2 Before him on the mountains, 

Shall Peape, the herald, go ; , 
And righteousness in fountains 

From hill to valley flow. 
For him shall prayer uhceasihg, 

And daily vows ascend ; 
His kingdom still increasing, 

A kingdom without end. 

3 O'er 0very foe victorious. 

He on his throne shall rest ; 
From age to age more glorious, 

All blessing and all blest. 
The tide of time shall never 

His covenant remove ; 
His name shall stand forever; 

That name to us is Love. 

647. 11 &10s. M. Hebbb. 
Birth of Jesus, 
1 Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine aid ; 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where the infant Redeemer is laid. 
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2 Cold on his cradle the dew-drops a^ signing; 

Low lies his head with the beasts of the stsdl ; 
Angels bend o'er him, ip slumber reclining, — 
Monarch, Redeemer, Restorer of all. 

3 Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion, 

Odors of Edom, atnd offerings divine ? 
Gems of the moantain, and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine ? 

4 Vainly we offer each ample oblation, 

Vainly with gold would his favor secure ; 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration ; 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

648. C. M. 8L B. H, SsABs, 

Christmas Carols. 

1 It came upon the midnight clear, 

That glorious song of old. 
From angels bending near the earth, 

To touch their harps of gold : — 
" Peace on the earth — good will to men 

From heaven's all-gracious King" — 
The world in solemn stillness lay 

To hear the angels sing. 

2 Still through the cloven skies they come 

With peaceful wings unfurled, 
And still their heavenly music floats 

O'er all the weary world ; 
Above its sad and lonely plains 

They bend on heavenly wing,. 
And ever o'er its Babel sounds 

The blessdd angels sing. 
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3 Yet with the woes of sin and strMe 

The world hath sufjered long; 
Beneath the angel strain have rolled 

Two thousand years of wrong ; 
And man, at war with nnan, hears not . > 

The love song which they bring— 
O hush the noise, ye mea of strife, 

And hear the angels sing ! 

4 And ye, beneath life's orn&hingload 

Whose forms are bending low, 
Who toil along the climbing way 

With painful st^s and slow ; 
Look, now ! for glad and golden hours 

Come swiftly on the wing — 
O, rest beside the w^eary road. 

And hear the angels sing ! 

6 For, lo,,the days are hastening on, 

By prophet bards foretold, 
When with the ever-circling years. 

Comes round the age of gold ; 
When peace shall over all the earth 

Its ancient splendors fling, 
And the whole world send back the song 

Which now the angels sing. 

649f L. M. H.K.WHITB. 

star of Bethlehem. 

When, marshalled on the nightly plain. 
The glittering host bestud the sky, 

One Star alone, of all the train. 
Can fix the sinner^s wandering eye. 
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2 Hark! bark! to God the chorus breaks, 
From every host,, from every ^em ; 
But orie alone the Saviour speaks, — 
It is the Star of Bethlehem T 

8 Ondebn the raging seas I rode; 

The storm was loud, the night was dark ; 
The ocean yawned, and rudely Mowed • 
The wind that tossed ray fouodeiTing bark. 

4 Deep horror then my coui^age froze ; ■ 

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem ; 
When suddenly a star arose, -r- 
It was the Star of Bethlehem ! 

5 It was ray guide, ray light, ray all ; 

It bade my dark forebodings cease ; 
And, through the storm and danger's thrall, 
It led me to the port of peace. 

6 Now, safely n^oored, ray perils *o*er, 

I'll sing, first in night's diadera, 
Forever, and forevermore, — 

The Star-:- the Star of Bethlehem ?. '- 



6«©. P.M. 

Triumph of Christianity. 

1 Daughter of Zion, aWake frorft thf sadness! 
Awake! for thy foes shall oppress thee no 
naore; 
Bright o'er thy hills dawns the Day-atar of 
gladness; 
Arise! for the night of thy sprrPW is P^er, 
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2 Strong were thy f<>ea» but the aima tbs^t sub^u^ 

• them, •• ♦ •. •'./ 

And scattered their legiona, was mightier 
far; 
They fled like the chaff from the scourge that 
pursued thern, 
Vain were their steeds and their chanots of 
war, 

3 Daughter of Zion, the Power that hath saved 

thee, J , 

Extolled with the harp and the timbrel should 
r be; 
Shout ! for the foe is destroyed that enslaved 

thee; 
The oppressor is vanquished, and Zion is 

free. 

6411. L. M. BussKix. 
Ifot where to lay his head. 

1 O'er the dark wave of Galilee 

The gloom of twilight gathers fast, 
And on the waters drearily 
Descends the fitful evening blast. 

2 The weary bird hath left the air, 

And sunk into his sheltered nest; 
The wandering beast has sought his lair, 
And laid him down to welcome rest. . 

3 Still, near the lake, with weary tread. 

Lingers a form of human kind ; 
And on his lone, unsheltered head 
Flows the chill night-damp of the wind. 
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* 4 Why beeks M not 4 hcnne of rest ? -^ 

Why seeks he not a pillowed bed ? 

• Beadts have their dens, ihe^ bird its nfest; 

He hath not where to lay his head. 

5 Such was the lot he freely cjiose^ 
, To Wess, to save the human race ; 
And through his poverty there flows 
A rich, full stream of heavenly grace. 

•ffS. CM. Mbs.HeicaN8. 

Jesus stilling the Tempest,, 

1 Fbar was within/ the tossing bark, 

When stormy winds grew loud, 
And waves came rolling high and darky 
• And the tall mast was bowed^ 

2 And men stood breathless in their dread, 

And baffled in their skill ; r ., 
But One was there^ who rose and said 
To the wild sea, " Be still ! '* 

3 And the wind ceased, — :it ceased! that word 

Passed through the stormy sky ; 
The troubled billows knew their Lord, 
And sank beneath hiis eye. 

4 And slumber settled on the deep, 

And silence on the blast, 
As when the righteous falls asleep. 
When death's fierce throes are past. 

5 Thou^ that didst bow the billow's pride. 

Subdue us to thy will; 
Speak, speak to passion's raging tide. 
Speak and say, " Peace ! be still ! " 

501 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



089^ 6S4. SRSVS CHRIST. 

:. . ,. ■ ... ■ ■ . .:.•..•.;.:-• -J ^ ;/ l 

653. L. M. i^otftEa. 

€hHst stilting the Tempest.- ■ • •< 

1 The billows swell, the winds are high, ' 
Clouds overcast, my wintry sky ; , 
Out of the depths to thee I call ; 

My fears are great, my strength is small. 

2 O Lord, the pilot's part perform, ' »' 
And guard and guide me through the storm ; 
Defend me from each threatening- ill ; 
Control the waves; say, " Peace! be still!" 

3 Amidst the roaring of the sea. 

My soul still hangs her hope or? thee ; 
Thy constant love, thy faithful care, 
Is all that saves me from despair. 

4 Though tempest-tost and half a wreck, 
My Saviour through the floods I seek ; 
Let neither winds nor stormy main 
Force back my shattered bark again. 

6«4. 11 & 10s. M. 

The Widow of Nain. 

1 Wake not, O mother, sounds of lamentation ! 

Weep not, O widow ; weep not hopelessly ! 
Strong is his arm, the bringer of salvation ; 
Strong is the word of God to succor thee. 

2 Bear forth the cold corpse ; slowly, slowly bear 

him; . 
Hide his pale features with the sable pall : 
Chide not the sad one wildly weeping near him ; 
Widowed and childless, she has lost her alL 
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3 Why pause the mourners ? who forbids their 

weepittg? 
Who the dark pomp of sorrow hath delayed ? 
" Set* down the bier, — he is not dead, but 

sleeping; 
Young man, arise!" He spake, and was 

obeyed. > • 

4 Change then, O sad one, grief to exultation ; 

Worship, and fall before Messiah's knee. 
Strong was his arm, the Bringer of Salvation; 
'Strong was the word of God to succor thee. 



ess. L. M. 

Qethsemane. 

1 'Tis midnight; and on Olive's brow 

The star is dimmed that lately shone ; 
'Tis midnight; in the garden, now. 
The suffering Saviour prays alone. 

2 'T is midnight ; and from all removed, 

Immanuel wrestles lone with fears ;, 
E'en the disciple tljat he loved 

Heeds not his Master's grief and tears. 

3 'Tis midnight; and for others' guilt 

The Man of Sorrows weeps in blood ; 
Yet he that hath in anguish knelt 
Is not forsaken of his God. 

4 'Tis midnight; and from ether plains 

Is borne the song that angels know ; 
Unheard by mortals are the strains 

That sweetly soothe the Saviour's woe. 
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6S6. C. M. Baxter. 

... . ' i 

Following Christ, 

1 Christ leads me through no darker rooms 

Than he went through before : 
He that into God's kingdom comes 
Must enter by this door. . 

2 Come, Lord, when grace hath made me meet 

Thy blessed face to see ; 
For if thy work on earth be sweet, 
What must thy glory be ? 

3 Then I shall end my sad complaints, 

And weary, sinful days, 
And join with those triumphant saints 
That sing. Jehovah's praise. 

4 My knowledge of that life is small ; 

The eye of faith is dim ; 
But 't is enough that Christ knows all. 
And I shall be with him ! 



657. 6 & 10s. M. Mrs. Miles. 

Ghrist our Example^ m Suffering, 

1 Thou who didst stoop below, 
To drain the cup of woe. 
And wear the form of frail mortality. 
Thy blessed labors done, 
Thy glorious victory won. 
Hast passed from earth — passed to thy home on 
high. 
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2 Our vision may not trace 
,In thy celestial' face 

The image of the bright, the viewless One ; 
Nor may thy servants hear, 
Save with faith's raptured ear. 

Thy voice of tenderness,, pod's holy Son. 

3 Although we see thee not, 
Yet thou hast not forgot 

Those who have placed their hope, their trust, in 
thee; 
Before thy Father's face 
Thou hast prepared a place, ^ 

That where thou art they evermore shall be. 

4 It was no path of flowers. 
Through this dark world of ours. 

Beloved of the Father, thou didst tread ; 
And shall we, in dismay. 
Shrink from the narrow way. 

When storms and darkness are around it spread ? 

5 O Thou, who art our Jife, 

Be with us through the strife ; 
Thy holy head by earth's fierce storms was bowed ; 

Raise Thou our eyes above. 

To see the Father's love 
Beam Dke a bow of promise through the cloud. 

6 And O, if thoughts of gloom 
Should hover o'er the tomb. 

That light of love our guiding star shall be ; 
Our spirits shall not dread 
The shadowy way to tread. 

Friend, Guardian, Saviour, which doth lead to thee. 
43 ^^ 
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6tK. H. M. Mms. MxiM. 

A cry for Sdp. 

1 Thou, infinite in lovi? ! 

Guide this bewildered mind, 
Which, like the trembling dove, 

No reating-place can find; 
On the wild waters, God of light, 
Through the thick darkness lead me right ! ; 

2 Bid the fierce conflict cease, 

And fear and anguish fly ; 
Let there again be peace, 

As in the days gone by : 
In Jesus' name I cry to thee. 
Remembering Gethsemane. 

3 Though through the future shade 

Pale phantoms I descry. 
Let me not shrink dismayed, 

But ev^ feel thee nigh ; 
There may be grief, and pain, and care, 
But, O my Father! thou art there. 

eS9. 8 & 7s. M. BOWBINO, 

Tlie Oross of Christ. 

1 In the cross of Christ I glory, 

Towering o'er the wrecks of time ; 
All the light of sacked story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

2 When the woes of life o'ertake me, 

Hopes deceive and fears annoy, 
Never shall the cross forsake me ; 
Lo ! it glows with peace and joy* 
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3 When the sun of bliss is beaming 

Idgbt and love "dpoii my wayy 

' From the crq^» the jad^ance streaming, 

Adds more lustr§ to ^he.d^y, - 

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, 

By the cross are sanctified ; 
Peace is there that kno*^W-9 nd measure, 
Joys that thix)ilgh ^11 time? abide. 

6 In the cross of Christ I glory, 

Towering o'er the wrecks of time ; 
All the light of sacred siory 

Grathers round its head sublime. >' 

660. CM. St. Bebnabd. 

Trttst in Christ 

1 Jesus, the very thought of thee / 

With sweetness fills my breast ; r 
But sweeter far thy face to see. 
And in thy presence Irest, 

2 Nor voice can sing, nor heart can fratul^ ^ 

Nor can the memory find 
A sweeter sound than thy blest iiaine, 
O Saviour of mankind I < 

3 O, hope of every contrite heart ! 

O, joy of all the meek ! ■ ■' 

To those who fall, bow kind tbbu arti 
How good to those who seek!* 

4 But what to those who find? Ah ! this 

Nor tongue nor pen can sh6v/, 
The love of Jesiis, what it is, 
None but his loved ones know. 
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5 Jesvr.*;, ou? only joy be thou, 
As thou oar prize wilt be; 
JesD?, be t/hou our glory now, ' = 

And through eternity* 

• ?' 
661. 8 & 7s. M. Brydges.. 

With his stripes are tee healed, 

1 Sweet the moments, rich in blessing,- 

Which before the cross I spend ; , , 

Life, and health, and peace possessing, 

From the sinner's dying Friend : 
Here alone I find my heaven, 

Humbly on the Lamb to gaze ; 
Feel how much has been forgiven, 

To his own eternal praise I 

2 Love and grief my heart dividing, 

Here Fll spend my latest breath ; 
Constant still in faith abiding, 

Life deriving from his death : } 
May I still enjoy this feeling. 

In all need to Jesus go, 
Prove each day his wounds more healing, 

And himself more deeply know ! 

66a. 8 & 7s. M. Tabeb. 

Bearing the Cross, 
1 Jesus, I my cross have taken. 
All to leave and follow thee ; 
I am poor, despised, forsaken, — 

Thou, henceforth, my all shalt be : 
Perish every fond ambition, 

All I Ve sought, or hoped, or known ; 
Yet how rich is my condition ! 

God and heaven may be mine own. 
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2 Let the world despise and' leave me ;. 

It has left my Saviour too : 
Human hearts ai>d looks deceive rae; 

Thou art not like them- untrue l . 
Whilst thy graces shall adorn me, 

God of wisdom, love, and might, 
Foes may hate, and friends may scorn me ; 

Show thy face, and all is bright. 

3 Soul, then know thy full salvation ; 

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care ; 
Joy to find, in every station. 

Something still to do or bear ; 
Haste thee on from grace to glory, 

Armed with faith and winged with prayer ; 
An eternal day before thee 

Waits for God to guide thee there. 



668, 7s. M. TdPLADT. 

Christ our Bedeemer, 

Rock of Ages, cleft for nae, 

Let mp hide myself in thee ; 

Let the water and the blood. 

From thy riven side Which flowed, 

Be of sin the double cure ; 

Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

Not the labors of my hands 
Can fulfil thy law's demands : 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears forever flow. 
All for sin could not atone ; 
Thou must save, and thou alone ! 
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3 Nothing ill' my hand I bring; 
Simply to thy cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to thee for df ess ; 
Helpless, look to thee for graces 
Foul, I to thy fountain fly ; 
Wash me, Saviour, or I die ! 

4 Whilst I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eye-strings break in death. 
When I soar through tracts unknown, 
See thee on thy judgment throne. 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in thee. 



664. 7s. M. o. Wbscbt. 

Christ our Befuge, 

Jesus, lover of my soul, 

Let me to thy bosom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll. 

While the tempest still is high : 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the storm of life be past; 
Safe into the haven guide ; 

O, receive my soul at last. 

Other refuge have I none ; 

Hangs my helpless soul on thee ; 
Leave, ah, leave me not alone ; 

Still support and comfort me : 
All my trust on thee is stayed ; 

All my hope from thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of thy wing. 
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Thou, O Christ, irt all I want; 

More than all in thee I find; 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 

Heal the sick, and lead the blind ; 
Thou of life the fountain art. 

Freely let rae take of thee ; 
Spring thou up within my heart, 

Rise to all eternity. 



663. G. M. DoDDItlDaH. 

Christ precious to the Believer, 

1 Jesus, I love thy charnning name ; 

'Tis music to mine ear; . , 
Fain would I sound it out so loud 
That earth and heaven should hear. 

2 All my capacious powers can wish 

In thee doth richly meet ; 
Not to mine eyes is light so dear, 
Nor friendship half so sweet. 

3 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart, . 

And sheds its fragrance there ; . 
The noblest balm of all its wounds, 
The cordial of its care. 

4 I'll speak the honors of thy name 

With ray last laboring breath ; 
Then, speechless, clasp tbee in my arms, 
The antidote of death. 
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•66. 7 & 69. GvB.nAxb. 
" sacred Hea^t now wounded f " 

1 O SACRED Head, now wounded ! 

With grief and shame weighed down ; 
O sacred brow, surrounded 

With thorns, thine only crown ! 
Once on a throne of glory, 

Adorned with light divine, 
Now all despised and gory, 

I joy to call thee mine. 

2 On me, as thou art dying, 

O, turn thy pitying eye ! 
To thee for mercy crying, 

Before thy cross I lie. 
Thine, thine the bitter passion, 

Thy pain is all for me ; 
Mine, mine the deep transgression. 

My gins are all 6\\ thee. 

3 What language can I borrow, 

To thank thee, dearest Friend, 
For all this dying sorrow, 

Of all my woes the end? 
O, can I leave thee ever ? 

Then do not thou leave me : 
Lord, let me never, never 

Outlive my love to thee, 

4 Be near when I am d3ring; 

Then close beside me stand ; 
Let me, while faint and sighing, 
Lean calmly on thy hand : 
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These eyes new faith receiving, 
.Ptom thine eye shall no^iMve; 

For he who dies believing, 
Dies safely in thy love. 



•67. 7s.. Ai. . jr^Soorr. 

€hrUt u risen* 

1 Angel, roll the stone away ! 
Death, give up thy mighty prey ! 
See, he rises from the tomb. 
Glowing in immortal bloom. 

2 Shout, ye saints, in rapturous song ; 
Let the notes be sweet and strong ; 
Hail the Son of God, this morn, 
From his sepulchre new boful 

3 Christians, dry your flowing tears ; 
Calm those unbelieving fears ; 
Doubt no more his power to save ; 
See his own deserted grave ! 

4 Powers of heaven, seraphic fires. 
Sing, and sweejp your soi^Ufding lyrea } 
Sons of men, io joyful strain 

Hail your mighty Saviour's reign ! 

5 Every note with rapture swell. 
And the Saviour's triumph tell ; 
Where, O Death, is now "thy sting ? 
Where thy tenors, vanquished king ? 
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668. 7s/ M. Episcopal Col. , 

The Resurrection of Jesus. 

1 Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day, 
Sons of men, and angels, say : 
Raise your joys and triumphs high! 
Sing, ye heavens, and, earth, reply, 

2 Love's redeeming work is done. 
Fought the fight, the victory won : 
Jesus' agony is o'er, 

Darkness veils the earth no more. 

3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal ; 
Christ has burst the gates of hell ; 
Death in vain forbids him rise, 
Christ hath opened paradise. 

4 Soar we now where he hath led, 
Following our exalted Head ; 
Made like him, like him we rise ; 
Ours the cross, the grave, the skies. 

669, L. M. 

/ know thai my Redeemer lives, 

1 I KNOW that my Redeemer lives, — 
What joy the blest assurance gives ! 
He lives, he lives, who once was dead ; 
He lives, my everlasting Head ! 

2 He lives to bless me with his love ; 
He lives to plead for me above ; 
He lives my hungry soul to feed ; 
He lives to help in time of need. 
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3 He lives, and grants me daily breath ; 
H^ liyes, and I shjdl conquer 4«ath ; 
He lives, my mansion to prepare ; 
He lives, 16 bring me safely there. 

4 He lives, -T—^U glory to til's name, — 
He lives, my Saviour still the same ; 
What joy the blest assurance gives, — 
I know that my Redeemer lives ! 



670. P. M. H. Wami, Jb. 
Easter Hymiu 

1 Lift yoor glad voices in triumph on high, 
For Jesus hath risen, and man cannot die. 

Vain were the terrors that gathered around him, 
And short the dominion of death and the 
grave; 
He burst from the fetters of darkness that bound 
him. 
Resplendent in glory, to live and to save* 
Loud was the chorus of angels on high, — 
" The Saviour hath risen, and man shall uot die." 

2 Glory to God, in full anthems of joy ; 

The being he gave us death cannot destroy. 
Sad were the life we must part with to-morrow, 

If tears were our birthright, and death were 
our end ; 
But Jesus hatih cheejred the dark valley of $orrow, 

And bade ui», immortal, io heaven ascend. 
Lift, the«| your voices in triumph on high, 
For Jesus hath risen, and man shall not die. 
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671. CM. 81. T.H.GILL. 

Transtformfidf through ChrUU 

O, MEAN may seem this house of clay, 

Yet 'tw^ the Lord's ^bode ; . 
Our feet may mourn this thorny way, 

Yet here Emmanuel trod ; 
This fleshly robe the Lord did wear, 

This watch the Lord did keep, 
These burdens sore the Lord did bear, 

These tears the Lord did weep. 

Our very frailty brings us near 

Unto the Lord of heaven ; 
To every grief, to every tear, 

Such glory strange is given ; 
But not this fleshly robe alone 

Shall link us, Lord, to thee ; 
Not always in the tear and groan 

Shall the dear kindred be. 

Thou to our woe who down didst come, 

Who one with us wouldst be, 
Wilt lift us to thy heavenly home, 

Wilt, make us one with thee. 
Our earthly garments thou hast worn, 

And we thy robes shall wear ! 
Our mortal burdens thou hast borne. 

And we thy bliss may bear. 

O mighty grace, our life to live. 

To make our earth divine ; 
O mighty grace, thy heaven to give. 

And lift our life to thine ^ 
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0| strange the gifts, and marvellous, 

By thee received »nd given 1 
Thou tookest woe and death from us, 

And we receive thy heaven. 

673. L. M. BvLriNeH. 

"Did not our heart bum wUhin m«?'* 

1 Hath not thy heart within thee burned 

At evening's calm and holy hour, 
As if its inmost depths discerned 
The presence of a loftier power ? 

2 As they, who once with Jesus trod, 

With kindling breast his accents heard. 
But knew not that the Son of God 
Was uttering every burning word, — 

3 Father of Jesus, thus thy voice » 

Speaks to our hearts in tones divine ; 
Our spirits trenible and rejoice, 
But know not that the voice is thine. 

4 Still be thy hallowed accents near ; 

To doubt and passion whisper peace ; 
Direct us on our journey here, 

And bid, in heaven, our wanderings cease. 

673. S. M. BiiTGGs's Col. 

The Coming of Christ in. Power. 

1 Lord Jesus, come ! for here 
Our path through wilds is laid ; 
We watch, as for the dayspring near, 
Amid the breaking shade. 
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2 Lovd Jeg?naj come I for hosts 
Meet on the batt^e*plain ; 

The patriot n^oarns^ the tyrant boHstSi 
And tears ttPe shed like rai». 

3 Lord JesuS) come ! for chains 
Are stilt laspon the slave ; 

Bind up his iw^ou];uis, lelieve his paiiiLS^ 
The pining bondman save. 

4 Hark ! herald voices near 
Lead on thy hs4>pier day ; 

Come, Lord, and our hosanoas^ hear ;. 
We wait to strew thy way. 

5 Come, as in days of old. 

With WQirds of grace and power ; 
Gather ua all within thy fold, 
And let us stray no more. 

«74. C. M. Watts. 
" Am> I a soldier <^ ihi cft^gaf" 

1 Am I a soldier of the cross, . 

A follower of the Lamb! 
And shall I fear to own his cause, 
Or blush to speak his name ? 

2 Must I be carried to the skies 

On flowery beds of ease, 
While others fought to wun the prize, 
And sailed through bloody seas ? 

3 Are there no foes for me to face ? 

Must I not stem the flood ? 
Is this vile world a friend to grace. 
To help me on to God ? 
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4 Sure I mast fight, if I wankl rei|^ i 
Increase my coumge, Lard! f 
Vl\ bear the toil, endure the paiU} 
Supported by thy word. 

6 Thy saints, in all this glorious war^ 
Shall conquer, though they die ; 
They view the triumph from afar^ 
And seize it with their eye; 

6 When that illushrious day shall rise, 
Arid all thine armies shine 
lu Tobes of victory through the skies, 
The glory shall be thine. 

> ttf ff • '7s. M. BEAVHONTi 

Inward Peace* 

1 As earth^s pageant passes by. 
Let reflection, tura thine eye 
Inward, and observe thy bre^t ; 
There alone dwells solid lest. 

2 That's a close-iyftmurM tower, 
Which can mock all hostile power ; 
To thyself a tenant be, 

. And inhabit safe and free. 

3 Say not that this house Is small, 
Girt up in a narrow wall ; 

In a cleanly, sober mind, 
Heaven itself full room doth find. 

4 The Infinite Creator can 
I>s\^ell in it ; and may not man ? 
Here, oointent, make thy abode 
With thyself and with thy God. 

519 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



J 677. THB GBJIISTfAN. hlVE. 



67lli 7s. M. '^ 'Couuttt. 

Our daily Breda and Work. 

1 Day by day the manna fell: 
O, to learn this lesson well! 
Still by constant mercy fed, 
Give me, Lord, my daily bread, 

2 " Day by day," the promise reads j , 
Daily strength for daily needs i^ ; 
Cast foreboding fears away ; 

Take the manna of to-day. 

3 Lord, my times are in thy hand: 

All my sangaaine bopea have plaiMied 

To thy wisdom I resign* 

And would make thy purpose mine. 

4 Thou my daily task shalt give ; 
Day by day to thee I liye; 

So shall added years fulfil, 
Not my own, my Father's will. 



677. C. M. 61t , Anwa L. Wabiko. 
My times are in iky hand. 

Father, I know that all my life 

Is portioned out for me, 
And the changes that will surely come, 

I do not fear to see ; 
JCut I ask thee for a present mind 

Intent on pleasing thee. 
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I ask thee for a thoughtful love, 

Through constant ivaiah^gy vn.se 
To meet the glad with joyful smiles, 

And wipe the weeping eyes ; 
And a heart at'leisui*e from itself 

To soothe and syrrtpathize. 
I would not have the restlejis will 

That hurries to and fro, 
Seeking for sorpe gre^t thi^ig to d<?, - 

Or secret thing; to know ; . 
I would be treated a^,a child, 

And guided wher^ 5 go, ; 
Wherever in the world I am. 

In whatsoever estate, ' 
I have a fellowship with hearts 

To keep and cultivate ; 
And a work of lowly love to do 

For the Lord on whom I wait. 

678. CM. 61. . Anna L. AYarino. 

My times are in thy hand, 
I ASK thee, Lord, for daily strength. 

To none that ask denied. 
And a mind to blend with outv^'^ard life, 

While keeping at thy side ; 
Content to fill a little space. 

If thou be glorified* 
And if some things I do not ask 

In my cup of blessing be, 
I would b^ve my spirit filled the more 

With grateful love to thee ; . 
And careful less to serve thee much, 

Than please thee perfectly. 

44* 581 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



9WII* iy''^ TB£ OHRISTTAN LCFC. 

3 There are briers besetting every path, 

Whijch call for p^ieAt careit;- '> 
There is a cross in every lot, 

And a need for earnest prayer ; 
But a lowly heart that leans 6n thee 

Is happy any where. 

4 In ^ service which thy love appoints 

There are no bonds for me ; 
For my secret heart is taught ** the trtith ''- 

That makes thy children " free ) " 
And a life of self-renotincing love 

Ts a life of liberty. 

670* S. M. DODDBISGB.' 

Oraee, 

1 Grace ! 't is a charming sound, 

Harmonious to my ear ; 
Heaven with the echo shall resound, 
And all the earth shall hear. 

2 Grace first contrived a way 

To save rebellious man. 
And all the steps that grace display, 
Which drew the wondrous plan. 

3 Grace taught my wandering feet ; 

To tread the heavenly road, 
' And new supplies each hour I meet, 
While pressing on to God. 

4 Grace all the wodc shall CTown 

Through ^verlastiiig days ; 
It lays in heaven the topmost stone, 
And well deserves the praise. 
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680. S; M; BtJLtiNCH. ' 

Awaking to God, 

1 How glorious is the. hour: ■ ! 
When first our souls awako, 

And through thy Spirit's quickening power 

Of the new life partake ! 

# 

2 Wiithtichep beauty glows . 

The world, before ao fair ; ; 

Her holy .light jieiipon' throws, 

Reflected every where. ' 

3 Amid repentant tears 

We. f^el sweet peace withia; 
We know the Go(J of mercy hears. 
And pardons every sin. 

4 Born of thy Spirit, L9rd, 
Thy Spirit may we share ; 

Deep in our hearts inscribe thy word, 
And place thine image there. \ 

68i. a M. 8L Watts. 
Praising God in his Works, 

1 I SING the almighty power of God, , 

That made the mountains rise, 
That spread the flowing seas abroad. 

And built the lofty skies ; 
I sing the wisdom that ordained 

The sun to rule the day; 
The moon shines bright by his command. 

And all the stars obey. 
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2 I si&g tbe. goodoess of tbe Lord, . ; 

' That filled . the eafth - with food; t . 
He fcHsned the creatures with his word, 

And then proivoutioed them goodr 
Lord, how thy "W-ondera are displayed -• 

Wliere^er I turn mine eye, 
H I survey the ground I tread, 

Or gaze upon the sky ! , 

3 There's not a.pia9t or Ao'W^t belp^, 

Biit inf bes thy glories known ; 
And cloiids arise and tempests blow, - 

fey order from thy throne. 
Creatures, as numerous as they be, 

Are subject. to thy care ; 
There's not a place where we can be, 

But God is present there. 

683. L. M. EDMEStON. 

SahbdUk Evening in Rummer* 

1 Is there a titoe when moments flow 

More happily than all beside ? 
It is, of all the times below, 
A summer Sabbath's eventide, 

2 O, then the setting sun shines fair. 

And all below and all above. 
The various forms of nature, wear 
One universal garb of love. 

3 And then-tbe peace that Jeous beams — 

The life of grace, the death of sin — 
With nature's placid woods and strewis, 
Is peace without, and peace within. 
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4 DelighlM^eais! a^w^rkl fttreiit,^^' i C: 

A G<>d a]ilDire*«-44i}o grief, no fear — 
A heaT'eiilyhope^^a> peaceful breast) ^ 
A 4niile Ufvsditied^by a teaii ' 

5 Delightful hour f how soda will h^^ht 

Spread her dark mantle oW thy 'reig;n! 
And morrow's, quick returning light , 
Must call us to the world again. ' 

6 Yet there will dawn at last a day ; 

A sun that never sets shall rise ; 
Night will not veil his ceaseless ray ; 
The heavenly Sabbath nevet dies. 

1 O, WHEN the tide of graces set 

So full upon my heart, 
I know, dear Lord, how faithlessly 
I did my little part. 

2 I know how w^U iny heeurt bath eaxned 

A chastisement like this. 

In trifling many a grace away 

In self-complacent bliss. ' 

3 But if this weariness hath come 

A present from on high, 
Teach me to find the hidden 'W'ealth 
That in its depths may lie. 

4 So in this darkness I can' leam 

To tPdmble and adoi^, 
To sound my own vile nothingnesdy 
And thus to love thee more. 
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6 To love thee, and yet not to think 
iThatJ can love so int^ch, — »: - 
To have thee with me, Lord^ all day, 
Yet not to feel thy touch; 

6 O, bless^cl be thia darkness then, 
This deep in which 1 lie, 
And blessed be all things that teach 
God's dread supremacy. 



•84 • C. M. Mas. Bakba.T7U>. 

JTie Christian FUgrinu 

1 Our country is Ltimanuel's ground; 

We seek tbart pronaised soil ; 
The soi^g^ of ..Zion.cbeei ojiir hearts,; 
While strangers here V{e tpiL 

2 Oftdoour eyes \vitli joy o'er flow, 

And oft are bathed in tears ; 
But only heaven 6ur hopes oan laiae, 
And sin alonfe our fears. 

3 We tread the path our Master tcpd ; 

We bear the cross he bore ; 
And every thorn th?it wounds our feet 
His temples piercpd before. 

4 We purge our mortal dross tiway, 

Refining* as' we run ; 
And while we die to earth and sense, 
Otur heaven is here begua. i 
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Visits (^ JHvme^iove^ ..,., 

1 Sometimes a light suifprises 

The Christian ^hilfe he siiigs ; 
It is the Lord who rises '* ' *' 

With healing in his wing^: 
When comforts are declining, 

He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining, 

To cheer it after raip. 

2 In holy contemplatloDt 

We sweetly then pursue 
1*e theme of God's salvatioiii 

And find it ever nerw; - ' 
Set free from present sorrow, 

We cheerfuDy can say, 
" E'en let the unknown morrow 

Bring with it what it riiay." ' 

3 It can bring with; it nothings - 

But he will bear us through ; / 
Who gives the lilies clothing, 

WiU cloifce hid peD]ple too ! ' 
Beneath the spreadltig heavens 

No creature but is fed ; 
And he -v^ho feeds the ravens 

Will give his children bread. 

4 Though vine nor fig tree neither 

Their wonted fruit should be&ir, 
Though aU the field «bail wither^ 
Nor flocks nor herds be there. 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 
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Yet God the same abiding, 
His praise shall .1hine}my v<A«M) 

For while in him. ponfidiiig 
I cannot but rejoice. 



686. S. M. > MOKTOOHBBT. 

Seed-time, 

L Sow in the morn thy seed; 

At eve hold not thy hand ; 
To doubt and fear give thou no heed ; 

Broadcast it o'er the land ! 

Beside all waters sow, 

The highway furroi^vs stock, 
Drop it where thorns^ and thistles grow. 

Drop it upon the rock ! 

2 The good, the fruitful ground, 
Expect not here* nor there ; 

O'er hill and dale, by plpt^ 'tis found; 

Go forth, then, every where ! 

And duly shall appear, * 

In verdure, beauty, strength, 
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 

And the full corn at length. 

3 Thou canst not toil in vain ; 
Cold, heat, and moist, and dry, 

Shall foster and mature the grain, 

For garners in the sky ; 

Then, when the glorious end, 

The day of God, shall come. 
The angel reapers shall descend. 

At heaven's great harvest home« 
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«§T. -Gi'M..r: . ..: 

■Getmhess} '■' '• *''- ' ' " ' 
Speak gently, — it is better far '- "' * * 

To rule by love than fear ; 
Speak gently, — ^ let no harsh word mar 
The good we may do here* ' 

Speak gently to thef yoftrfig, — for thiey 
Will have eriongh to bear^ ' : 

Pass through this life a» be»t they mtays 
'T iafull of? aaxAous ear«. ... - 

Speak gently tothe aged one; 

Grieve not the careworn heart ; 
The sands of life are nearly run, 

Lef them in peace depart. ' ' 

Speak gently to the erring ones ; 

They muftt^ have toiled in vain J ^ V. I 

Perchance unkindness made them so | 

O, wiathem back again! ' : - 

Speak gently, — 't is a little thing 
Dropped in the heart's deep well ; 

The good, the joy, that if may bring, \ 
Eternity shall tell. 

688 • L. M. MONTQOMBBY. 

JlumUity* ' . , 
The bird that soars on highest wing ... 

Builds on the ground ber lowly nest; 
And she that doth mo9t sweetly, sing 

Sings in the shade whei;i aU *bii>gd rest : 
In lark and nightingale we ^e 
What boiiQ?" hath humility. 

45 629.. 
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2 When Mary chose the better part, 

She meekly sat at Jesns' fe^t; 
And Lydia's gently opened heart 

Was made for God's own temple meet; 
Fairest and be«t adonied i3 she \ 

Wt^ose clothing is htimili-ty. .., 

3 The saint that wears heaven's hdghtest crown 

In deepec^t adjoratiQn bends ; v . > 

The weight of glory bows him down,: 

Then laost when most im sqoI asoendti : 
Nearest the throne itself must be: 
The footstool of humility. 



680. C. M. B. T. Adaks. 
Hope. 

The world may change from old to new, 

From nemr to. old again. 
Yet hope and heayen, forever tirue, 

Within man's heart remain. 
The dreams that bless the weary soul, 

The struggles of the strongs 
Are steps towards some happy goal, 

The story of hope's song. 

Hope leads the child to plant the flower, 

The man to sow the seed, 
Nor leaves fulfilment to her hour, 

But prompts again to deed. 
And ere upon the old rnan's dust 

The grass is seen to wave, 
We look through falling tears, to trust 

Hope's sunshine on the grave. 
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•90. 7, 6, & 8S. M. E. FLEfCHfiK. 

Forhearcmce, 

1 Think gently of the erring; 

Lord, let us not forget, 
However darkly stained by sin, 
^ He is our brother yet. 
Heir of the same inheritance, 

Child of the self-same God, 
He hath but stumbled in the path 

We have itt weakness trod. 

2 Speak gently to him, brother ; 

Thoci yet mayst lead him back, 
With holy words, and tones of love, 

From misery's thorny track. 
Forget not thou hast often sinned, 
, And sinful yet must be : 
Deal gently with the erring one, 

As God has dealt with thee« 



601. P.M. 

Thu foiU be done, 

done! i; In deyious way 
The hurrying stream of life may/run ;] 
Yet still our grateful hearts shall say, \ 
Thy will be]done ! 

Thy will be done ! If o'er us shine 

A gladdening and a prospefons sun, 
This prayer shall make it more divine : 
Thy will be done ! 
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3 Thy will be done ! Though shrouded o'er 
Our path with gloom, oi^e pomfor^ one 
Is ours, — to breathe, while we adore, ' 
Thy will be done! 

Perfect Tnist. 

1 Thy will be done ! I will not fear 

The fate provided by thy Ipve ; • 
•Though clouds and darkness shroud me here, 
I know that all is bright above. 

2 The stars of heaven are shining on, 

Though these frail eyes are dimined. with 
tears ; 
And though the hopes of earth be goDe, . 
Yet are npt ours the immortal years ? 

S Father ! forgive the heart that clings, 
Thus trembling, to the things of time ; 
And bid the soul, on angel wings, 
Ascend into a purer clime. 

4 There shall no doubts disturb its trust, 
No sorrows dim celestial love ; 
But these af&ictions of the dust. 
Like shadows of the night, remove. 

693. 7s. M. CowPBB. 

Joy in Triads, 

1 ^Ti8 my happiness below 

Not to live without the cross. 
But the Saviour's power to know, 
Sanctifying everv loss : 
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TVials rhtist and will befall; 

Biit with humble faith to see 
Love inscribed upon them ^11, 

This is happiness to me. 

2 God in Israel sows the seeds c , 

Of affliction, pain, and toil ; 
These spring up and choke the weeds 

Which would else o'erspread the soil ; 
Trials make the promise sweiet; '* 

Trials give new life to prayer ; 
Trials bring me to his feet, 

Lay me low, and keep me there. 

3 Did I meet no trials here, 

No chastisement by the way, 
Might I not with reslsoh fear 

I should prove a castaway ? 
Aliens may escape the rod ; 

Such in earthly good delight ; 
But the true-born child of God 

Must not, would not, if he might. , 

604, L. M. Watts. 

Giving up all for GhrisL 

1 What sinners value I resign ; 

Lord, 'tis enough that thou art mine ; 

I shall behold thy blissful face, 

And stand complete in righteousness. 

This life's a dream, an empty show ; 
But the bright world to which I go 
Hath joys substantial and sincere ; 
When shall I wake and find me there ? 
45* ^ 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



, 696, nus mm»Tu^ xawx. 

O, glorious bour ! G, ble^t abode ! 
I shall he near and like my God ! 
. And fle&h and sin no mote co»trol 
The sacred pleasures of the soul. 

6»5, CM. W. B. O. Pbabodt. 
Thy Neighbor, 

1 Who is thy neighbor ? He whom thou 

Hast power to aid or bless ; 
Whose aching heart or burning brow 
Thy hand may soothe or press. 

2 Thy neighbor ? He who drinks the cup 

When sorrow drowns the brim ; 
With words of high, sustaining hope, 
Go thou, and comfort him. 

3 Thy neighbor? 'Tis the weary slave. 

Fettered in mind and limb ; 
He hath no hope this side the grave ; 
^ Go thou, and ransom him. 

4 Thy neighbor ? Pass no mourner by ; 

Perhaps thou caost redeem 

A breaking heart from misery ; 

Go, share thy lot with him. 

«»«, 7 & 58. M, c.jldama. 

Work. 

1 Work, — and thou wilt bless tiae day 
Ere the toil be done ; 
They that work not cannot play, 
Cannot feel the sun, 
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God is living, working ^tili ; . ^ ' 

All things work and naovie ; 
Work, wouldst thou tbeir beauty feel, 

And thy Maker's love. j. 

2 All the rolling plai>ets glow . 

Bright as burning gold ! 
Should they pause, hcrwr soon they'd grow 

Colorless and cold ! : . j . 

Joy and beai:^ty, — r \yhere were they 

Jf the world stood still ? 
Like the world, tby law obey, . 

And thy calling fill. 

3 Wouldst thou know the joy of health? 

Wouldst thou feel thy powers ? 
Industry alone Ss wealth ; 

What we do is ours. 
Load the passive hours with thought, 

While they stay with thee ; 
Then despatch them, richly fi:aught, 

To eternity. 



6©7. L M. 61. , H. Wabb, Jb. 

[Written in sickness, March, 1836.] 
Prayer for Peace in God. 

Father, thy gentle chastisement 
Falls kindly on my burdened soul ; 

I see its merciful intent, 
To warn me back to thy conlrol ; 

And pray, that while I kiss the rod, 

I may find perfect peace with God, 
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2 The errors of ray heart I know ; 

I feel my deep infirmities ; 
For often virtuous feelings glow, 

And holy purposes arise, — 
But like the morning clouds decay, 
As empty, though as fair» as they. 

3 Forgive the weakness I deplore, 

And let thy peace abound in me, 
That I may trust myself no more, 

.But wholly cast myself on thee : 
O, let my Father's strength be mine, 
And my devoted life be thine. 

$08. L. M. Mbs, aiLMAV. 

Flayer for Help at ott Times. 

1 Is there a lone and dreary hour, 

When worldly pleasures lose their power ? 
My Father ! let me turn to thee, * 
And set each thought of darkness free. 

2 Is there a time of racking grief. 
Which scorns the prospect of relief? 
My Father ! break the cheerless gloom, 
And bid my heart its calm resume. 

3 Is there an hour of peace and joy. 
When hope is all my soul's employ ? 
My father ! still my hopes will roan^ 
Until they rest with thee, their home. 

4 The noontide blaze, the midnight soene. 
The dawn, or twilight's sweet serene. 
The glow of health, the dying hour, 
@hall Qwi} niy Father's grace and power. 
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8 & 66, M. Bllioit. 

Ju9i as I am, 

1 JuflT as I am, without one plea, 
But that thy bldod w«^s shed for me, 
And that thou bid'st me come to thee, 

O Lamb of God, I come ! 

2 Just as r am, and waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot, 

To thee whose blood can cleanse each spot, 
O Lamb of God, I come ! 

3 Just as I am, though tossed about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt, 
Fightings within, and fears without, 

O Lamb of God, I come ! 

4 Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind ; 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, 
Yea, all I need, ia thee to find, 

O Lamb of God, I come ! 

5 Just as I am, thou wilt receive ; 

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve ; 
Because thy promise I believe, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 

6 Just as I am, thy love unknown 
Hath broken every barrier down ; 
Now, io be thine, yea, thine alone, 

O Lamb of God, I come ! 
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700. 8&7s.M. . Topladt; 
Prayer in Affliction, 

1 Light of those whose dreary dwelling 

Borders on the shades of death, 
Come, arid by thy love's revealing, 

Dissipate the clouds beneath ; 
The new heaven and earth's Creator, 

In our deepest darkness rise, 
Scattering all the night of nature, 

Pouring eyesight on our eyes, 

2 Still we wait for thine appearing ; 

Life and joy thy beams impart, . 
Chasing all our fears, and cheering 

Every poor, benighted heart : 
Come, and manifest the favor 

Promised to thy ransomed race ; 
Come, thou glorious God and SfiYioar, 

Come, and bring thy gospel grace. 

701. 8 & 7s. M. ' Episcopal Col. 

For Help in Weakne98. 

1 Lord, with fervor I would praise thee, 

For the bliss thy love bestows : 
For the pardoning grace that saves me, 

And the peace that from it flows: 
Help, O Grod, my weak endeavor ; 

This dull soul to rapture raise ; 
Thou must light the flame, or never 

Can my love be warmed to praise. 
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Praise, my soul, the God that sought thee, 

Wretched wanderer, far astray, 
Found thee lost, and kindly brought thee 

From the paths of death away ; 
Praise, with love's devoutest feefing, 

Him who saw thy guilt-born fear, 
And, the light of hope revealing, 

Bade the blood-stained crpss appeiar. 

Lord, this bosom's ardent feeling 

Vainly would my lips express ; 
Low before thy footstool kneeling, 

Deign thy suppliant's prayer to bless. 
Let thy grace, my soul's chief treasure, 

Love's pure flame within me raise, 
And, since words can never measure, 

Let my life show forth thy praise. 



703. 6 & 4b. M. Hemans. 

In the Hour of JDeaOu 

Lowly and solemn be 
Thy children's cry to thee, 

Father divine ! 
A hymn of suppliant breath. 
Owning that life and death 

Alike are thine. 

O Father, in that hour 

When earth all succoring power 

Shall disavow, 
When spear, and shield, and crown, 
In fajntness are cast down, 

Sustain us thou ! 
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8 By Him who bowed to take 
The death-cup for our sake, 

The thorn, the rod, — 
From whom the last dismay 
Was not to pass away, — 

Aid us, O God ! 

4 Tremblers beside the grave, 
We call on thee to save. 

Father divine ! 
Hear, hear our suppliant breath ; 
Keep us in life and death. 

Thine, only thine. 

703. C. M. Hymns of Prim. Ch. 

Lamentations of a Sinner. 

1 O Lord, turn not thy face away 

From him that lies prostrate. 
Lamenting sore his sinful life 
Before thy mercy gate, 

2 Which thou dost open wide to those 

Who do lament their sin ; 
O, shut it not against me. Lord, 
But let me enter in. 

3 Call me not to a strict account 

How I have livdd here ; 
For then, I know right well, O Lord, 
How vile I shall appear. 

4 I need not to confess my life ; 

For surely thou canst tell 
What I have been ; and what I am 
Thou knowest very well. 
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6 O Lord, I need not to repeat 
What I do beg and cre^ye ; 
For thou dost know before I ask 
The thing that I would have 

6 Mercy, good Lord, mercy I ask; 
This is the total sum ; 
For mercy, Lord, is all my suit ; 
O, let thy mercy come. 



704. 7 & 6s. M. 

A Prayer for Grace and Pity. 

1 O Thou, whose power tremendoiw, 

Upholds the starry sky, 
Thy grace preserving send us, 
To thee, O Lord, we cry. 

2 From wilds of fearful error. 

Wherein we darkly stray, 
Oppressed with doubt and terror, 
For saving aid we pray. 

3 O God of mercy, hear us ; 

Our pains, our sorrows see ; 
Thy healing pity spare us. 
And bring us home to thee. 

4 O Thou, whose power tremendous. 

Upholds the starry sky. 
Thy gr^ce preserving send us, 
To thee, O Lord, we cry. 
46 ^1 
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70S. . L. M. eov»BB. 
Sxhart^U&n to J^ityer. 

1 What various hind^mnces we meet 
In coming to a mercy seat ! 

Yet who that knows the worth of prayer, 
But wishes to be often there ? 

2 Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw ; 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, 

Gives exercise to faith and love, 
Brings every blessing from above. 

3 Restraining prayer, we cease to fight; 
Prayer n^akes the Christian's armor bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 

The weakest saint upon his knees. 

4 Have you no words ? Ah, think again ; 
Words flow apace when you complain, 
And fill your fellow-creature's ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

5 Were half the breath thus vainly spent 
To heaven in supplication sent, 

Your cheerful song would oftener be, 
" Hear what the Lord h^ done for me." 

7O0* L. M. 6L Lord Glbkblo, 

A compassioruUe High Priest 
1 When gathering clouds around I view. 
And days are dark and friends are few, 
On Him I lean, who, not in vain, 
Experienced every human pain ; 
He feels my griefs, he sees my fears, 
And counts and treasures up my tears.. 
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2 If aught should tempt my soul to stray 
From heavenly wisdom's narrow -way, 
To fly the gocJd I w©uJd purdtte, 

Or do the ill I woul4 flot dq ; 

Still he, who felt t^mpt^tiqn's power,. 

Shall guard me in tfeat xteugeraua bawf. 

3 When son^owing o'er some gtone, I bend, ^ 

- Which covers what was price a friend, ' 

And from his hand, his voice, his sniile, 
Divides me for a little while; - 

Thou, Saviour, seest the tears I^hed, ' '" 
For thou didst W€a5p o?er Lazarus dead. 

4 And, O, when I have safely passed 
Through every cohflicl^ but the last, 
Still, still umsbanging, watch b^gide 
My bed of death, for thou hast died ; 
Then point to realms of cloudless day, 
And wipe the latest tear away^ 



707. CM/ 81. Fab^e. 
Prayer amid JDistracttont* 

Ah, dearest Lord ! I cannot pray ; * 

My fancy is not free ; 
Unmannerly distractions come. 

And force my thoughts from thee ; 
The world that looks so dull all day 

Glows bright on me at prayer. 
And plans that ask no thought but then, 

Wake up and meet me there. 
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2 Had I, dear Lord, no pleasure found 

But in the thought of thee, . ,• t 
Prayer would have come unsought, and been 

A truer liberty; 
Yet thou art oft most present, Lord, 

In weak distracted prayer ; 
A sinner out of heart with self 

Most often finds thee there. 

3 Ah, Jesus, why shoi;ild J complain ? 

And why fear aught but sin ? 
Distractions are but outward things ; 

Thy peace dwells far within. 
And prayer that humbled, sets the soul^ 

From all illusions free. 
And teaches it how utterly, 

Dear Lord, it hange on thee. 



708. L. M. RiPPON'ft Col. 

For the Spirit, 

1 At anchor laid, remote from home, 
Toiling, I cry. Sweet Spirit, come ! 
Celestial breeze, no longer stay. 

But swell my sails, and speed my way. 

2 Fain would I mount, fain would I glow, 
And loose my cable from below ; " 

But I can only spread ray sail ; 

Thou, thou must breathe the auepicions gale. 
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TOO. ' '6^. M. • Brydgbh. •' 

Christ clieering tlie Soul, 

1 Cheer ,up, desponding soul ; 

Thy longing pleased I see : 
'Tis part of that great whole, 
Wherewith I longed for thee ! 

2 Wherewith I longed for thee, 

And left my Father's throne, 
From death to set thee flee, 
And claim thee for my own. 

3 To claim thee foif my own, 

I suffered on the cross: 
O, were my love but known, 
All else would be as dross ! 

4 All else would be as dross, 

And souls, through grace divine, 
Would count their gains but loss, 
To live forever mine. 

710,. 7s, M. Cennick. 

Christian rejoicing in Hope. 

1 Children of the heavenly King, 
As ye joiirney, sweetly sing ; 
Sing your Saviour's worthy praise, 
Glorious in his works and ways. 

2 Ye are travelling home to Grod, 
In the way the fathers trod ; 
They are happy now, and ye 
Soon their happiness shall see. 

46* 545 
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3 Shout, ye little flock, and blest ; 
You on Jesus' throne sliiall rest; 
There your seat is now prepared, 
There your kingdom aud reward, i • 

4 Lord, submissive miaike.ug go, 
Gladly leaving all below; 
Only thou our leader be, 
And we still will follow thee, 

Tll.^ 8 & ts. M,:, Eo^iprsoN. 

Tkainks for Mercy. ' 

1 Come, thou fount of every, blessing, :. 

Tune my heart to sing thy grace ; 
Streams of mer(^, never ceasing, 
Call for songs of loudest praise. 

2 Teach me some melodious sonnet, 

Sung by flaming tongues above ; 
Blessdd mount, O fix me on it, 
Mount of God's unchanging love, 

3 Jesus sought me when a stranger, 

Wandering from the fold of God; 
He, to save my soul from danger. 
Interposed his precious blood. 

4 O, to grace how great a dfebtor 

Daily Tm constrained t6 be ! 
Let thy grace, Lord, like a fetter, 
Bind my wandering soul to thee. 

5 Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 

Prone to leave the God of love ; 
Here's my heart. Lord, take and seal it, 
Seal it for thy courts above. 
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' J ; .Fridse'io Christ. 

1 Come, let iii join bur cheerful songs 

With angds' round the throne .; I 
Ten thousand thoUsg^nd are their tongues, 
But aU 'their joys are one. 

2 « Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry, 

" To be exalted thus : " ^ 

- <t Worthy the Lamb," our lips-reply, 
" For he was slain for us." 

3 Jesus is Worthy t6 receive ' r 

. Honor and power divine ; 
And t blessings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, forevei^ thine. 

4 The whole creation join in one. 

To bless the sacred name 
Of Him that sits iipon the throne. 
And to adore the Lamb. 

713. ■ 'S.-M: J.Wesley. 

Trust in Affliction. 

1 Commit thou all thy griefs 

And ways into his hands, — 
To his sure trust an^ tender care. 
Who earth and heavfen commands. 

2 Who points the clpuds their course, 

Whom winds and seas obey, . 
He shall direct thy wandering feet, 
He shall prepare thy way. 



547 



itized by Google 



'fii. 



DEVOUT AFFECThJirS. 



3 No profit canst thou gain ' 

By self-consuming care ; 
To him commend thy cause — his ear 
Attends the softest prayer. ' 

4 Thou Qn th^ Lord^rely, 

So safe shalt thou go on ; 
Fix on his work thy steadfast eye, 
So shall thy work be done* 

714* ' ' . 8. M. Mrs.' Stbelb. ' 
Eeavm. 

1 "Fak firom these scenes df night 

Unbounded glories rise, 
And realms of infinite delight, 
Unknown to mortal eyes. 

2 There sickness never comes ; 
There grief no more complains ; 

Health triumphs in immortal bloom, 
And purest pleasure reigns* 

3 No strife uor envy there 
The soils ^f peace molest ; 

But harmony and love sincere 
Fill every happy breast. 

4 No cloud those regions know, 
Forever bright and fair; 

' For siri, the sourceT of mortal woe, 
Can never enter there. 

5 There night is never known. 
Nor •sun's faint, sickly ray; 

But glory from the eternal throne 
Spreads everlasting day, 
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6 O, may this piospec^ &e . ./ ? 

Oiir hearts with ajtxieot love ; . 
AJLay liying faith and strong desire 
Bear every thought above. 

VIS* C. M. Mrs. Steele. 
A thankful Bpurt. , 

1 Father, whate'^r of earthly bliss 

Thy sovereign will denies, 
Accepted at thy throne, let th|^)r 
My humble prayer, arise : — 

2 " Give me a calm and thankful heait. 

From every rnurmur free ; 
The blessings of thy grace impart, 
And make me live to thee. 

3 " Let the sweet hop^ that thou ^t miae 

My life and death attend, 
Thy presence through my journey shine, 
Andi bless my journey's eipd." 

716. C. M, Watts. 

TAc ransomed Saints^ 

1 Give me the wings of faith to rise 
Within the veil, and see 
The saints above, how great their joys, 
How bright their glories be. 

8 Once they were mourning here below, 
And wet their couch with te^us ; 
They wrestled bard, as we do now,. 
With sins, and doubts, aud fears. 
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3 I ask them whence their victory cajne ; 

They, with united breath, 
Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb, 
: Their triumph to his death, 

4 Our glorious Leader claims our praise, 

For his own pattern given ; 
While the long cloud of witnesses 
Shows the same paiii to heaven. 



7iy. 11 & 6s. M. BOW^IKJOJ. 

Trayer of the Lowly, 

1 From the recesses of a lowly spirit, 

Our humble prayer ascends ; O Father, hear it, 
Upsoaring on the wings of awe and meekness; 
Forgive its weakness. 

2 We see thy band ; it leads us, it supports us : 
We hear thy voice ; it counsels and it courts us : 
And then we turn away ; and still thy kindness 

Forgives our blindness, 

3 O, how long-suffering, Lord ! but thou delightest 
To win with love the wandering; thou invitest 
By smiles of mercy, not by frowns or terrors. 

Man from his errors. 

4 Father and Saviour! plant within each bosom 
The seeds of holiness, and bid them blossom 
In fragrance and in beauty bright and vernal,. 

And spring eternal. 
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5 Then place them in thine everlasting gardens, 
Where angels walfe, and serq,phs ai?e the war- 
dens; 
Where every flower escaped through death's 
• dark portal, 

Becomes iranioiitaJU 



718. LM. 

Q^ (mr F&thm\ 

1 Great God, and wilt thou condescenid 
To be my Father and ray FrieadI 

I but a child, and thou so high, 

ThQ Lord of earth, and air, e^nd sky ? 

2 Art thou my Father ? Canst thou bear 
To hear my poor, imperfect prayer, 

Or stoop to listen to the praise 
That such a little one can raise ? 

3 Art thou my Paiher? Let me be 
A meek, 6bedie*it child to thee. 
And try, in every deed and thought, 
To serve and pleasie thee a« I ougbt. 

4 Art thou my Father ? Til depend 
Upon the care of such a Friend, 

' And only wish to do and \ye 
Whatever seejna^th, good to thee^ 

6 »Art thou nny Father ? Then, ^i last, 
. When all my days on earth are past. 
Send down, and take me, in thy love, 
To be thy better child above. 
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719* 8, 7 & 48. M. PaXftBTTXRIAK COL. 

Guide U8 in Life and Death,, 

1 Guide me, O thou great Jehovah, • 

Pilgrim through this barren land ; 
I am weak, but thou art mighty ; 
Hold me with thy powerful hand : 

Bread of heaven ! 
. Feed me till I want no more. 

2 Open now the crystal fountains 

Whence the living waters flow ; 
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar, 

Lead me all my journey through : 

Strong Deliverer ! 
Be thou stUl my strength and shield. 

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan, 

Bid my anxious fears subside ; . 

Death of death, and hell's destruction, 

Land me safe on Canaan's side : 

Songs of praises 
I will ever give to thee. 



7ao. p. M. 

Hear our Prayer. 

1 Hear, Father, hear our prayer! • 
Thou who art Pity where sorrow prevaileth^ 
Thou who art Safety when mortal help faileth, 
Strength to the feeble, and Hope to despair. 
Hear, Father, hear our prayer ! 
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2 Hear, Father, hear our prayer ! 
Wandering unknown in the land of the dtrangeri 
Be with all travellers in sickness or danger, 

Guard thou their path, guide their feet from the 
snare: 
Hear, Father, hear our prayer ! 

3 Hear, Fath^, hear our prayer ! 

Still thou the tempest, night's terrors revealing, 
In lightning flashing, in thy thuiidfer pealing ; 
Save thou the shipwrecked, th'e voyager spare : 
Hear, Father, hear our prayer ! 

4 Hear thou the poor that cry ! 

Feed thou the hungry, and lighten their sorrow. 
Grant them the sunshine of hope for the morrow: 
They are thy children, their trust is on high : 
Hear thou the poor that cry ! 

5 Dry thou the mourner's tear ! 

Heal thou the wounds of time-haUowed affection : 
Grant to the widow and orphan protection ; 
Be in their trouble a friend ever near : 
Dry thou the mourner's tear ! 

6 Hear, Father, hear our prayer I 

Long hath thy goodness our footsteps attended ; 
Be with the pilgrim whose journey is ended ; 
When, at thy summons, for death we prepare, 
Hear, Father, hear our prayer ! 
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7ai. L. M. Watts. 

1 I SEND the joys of earth away ; 

Away, ye tempters of the raiQd, 
False as the smooth deceitful sea, 
And empty as the wbistling wiiid. 

2 Your streams were floating me €LlQng9 

Down to the gulf of blaok despair 4 
And whilst I listened to your song, 

Your streams had e'en conveyed me there. 

3 Lord, I adore thy niatdhless grace. 

That Watned me of that da^k abj^«s ; 
That dte.w tne from those treacherous «ea;8, 
And bade hie seek superior bliss. 

4 Now to the shining realms above 

I stretch my hands, and glance my eyes ; 
O for the pinions of a dove, 
To bear me to the upper skies ! 

6 There from the bosom of my God, 
, Oceans of endless pleasures roll ; 
There would I fix my last abode. 
And drown the sorrows of my soul. 

78*. G. M. fabbr. 

Our Will in God's. , 

1 I WORSHIP thee, sweet will of God ! 
And all thy ways adore. 
And every day I live I seem 
To love thee more and more. 
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2 Thou wert the end, the blessed rule 

Of Jesus' toils and tears ; 
Thou wert the passion of his heart 
Those three and thirty years. 

3 And he hath breathed into my soul 

A special love of thee, 
^ A love to lose my will in his. 
And by that loss be free. 

4 When obstacks and trials seem 

lAke prison walls to be, 
I do the little I can do, 
And leave the rest to thee. 

5 And when it seems no chance or change 

From gr;ef can set me free, 
Hope finds its strength in helplessness, 
And gayly Traits on thee. 

6 Man's weakness, waiting upon God, 

Its end can never miss ; 
For men on earth no work can do 
More* angel-like than this. 

7 He always wins who sides with God ; , 

To him no chance is lost ; 
God's will is sweetest to him when 
It triumphs at his cost. 

733. P. M. Anonymous. 

Lead Thou me on. 
. Lead, kindly light, amid the encircling gloom, 
Lead thou me on ! 
The night is dark, and I am far from home ; 

Lead thou me on ! 
Keep thou my feet : I do not ask to see 
The distant scene ; one step enough for me. 
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2 1 was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou 

Shouldst lead m^e on : 
I loved to choose and see my path ; but now 

Lead thou me on ! 
I love day's dazzling light, and, spite of fears, 
Pride ruled my will: remember not past years ! 

3 So long thy power hath blessed me, surely still 

'Twill lead me on 
Through dreary doubt, through pain and sor- 
row;, till 

The night is gone. 
And with the, morn those angel faces smile 
Which I have loved long since, and lost a while. 

7*4. L. M. Fabeh- 

Ood*s Love to us, 

1 My soul ! what hast thou done for God? 

Look o'er thy misspent years and see ; 
Sum up what thou hast done for God, 

And then what God hath done for thee. 

* 

2 He made thee when be'might have made 

A soul that would have loved him more ; 
He rescued thee from nothingness, ' 
And set thee on life's happy shore. 

3 He placed an angel at thy side. 

And strewed joys round thee on thy way ; 
He gave thee rights thou cpuldst not claim, 
And life, free life, before thee lay. 

4 And now the Father keeps himself 

In patient and forbearing love. 
To be his creature's heritage 
In that undying life above. 
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785. 7 & 6s. M. Brtdgeb. 

Longing for Christ, 

1 My spirit longeth for thee 

To dwell within my breast ; 
Although I am unworthy 
Of so divine a guest ! 

2 Of so divine a guest 

Unworthy though I be, 
Yet hath my heart no rest 
'Until it come to thee ! 

3 Until it come to thee, 

In vain I look around ; 
In all that I can see, 
No rest is to be found ! 

4 No rest is to be found, 

But in thy bleeding love ; 
O, let my wish be crowned, 
And send it from above ! 

7*6. C. M. Jane Tatlok. 

FamUy Evening Hymn, 

Now condescend, almighty King, 
To bless this little throng ; 

And kindly listen, while we sing 
Our pleasant evening song. 

We come to own the power divine 
That watches o'er our days ; 

For this our feeble voices join 
In hymns of cheerful praise. 
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3 Before thy sacred footstool see 

We bend in humble prayer, 
A happy little family, 
To ask thy tender care. 

4 May we in. safety sleep to-night, 

From every danger free ; 
Because the darkness and the light 
Are both alike to thee. 

6 And when the rising sun displays 
His cheerful beams abroad. 
Then shall our morning hynan of praise 
Declare thy goodness, Lord. 

6 Brothers and sisters, hand in hand, 
Our lips together move : 
O, smile upon this little band, 
And join our hearts in love. 

787. C. M. Lyra Cath. 

God mth the Bumble, 

1 Thy home is with the humble, Lord! 

The simplest are the best ; 
Thy lodging is in child-like hearts ; 
Thou makest there thy rest. 

2 Dear <^omforter ! eternal Love! 

If thou wilt stay with me. 
Of lowly thoughts and simple ways, 
I'll build a house for thee. 

3 Who made this beating heart of mine 

But thou, my heavenly guest ? 
Let no one have it, then, but thee. 
And let it be thy rest 
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798. 7 & 6s. M. From Thos. Aquinas. 

Christ our Life. 

1 O BREAD to pilgrims given, 

O food that angels eat, 
O manna sent from heaven, 

For heaven-born natures meet ! 
Give us, for thee long pining, 

To eat till richly filled ; 
Till, earth's delights resigning^ 

Our every wish is stilled ! 

2 O water, life-bestowing, 

From out the Saviour's heart, 
A fountain purely flowing, 

A fount of love thou art ! 
O let us, freely tasting, 

Our burning thirst assuage ! 
Thy sweetness, never wasting, 

Avails from age to age. 

3 Jesus, this feast receiving. 

We thee unseen adore ; 
Thy faithful word believing, 

We take — and doubt no more ; 
Give us, thou true and loving. 

On earth to live in thee; 
Then, death the veil removing. 

Thy glorious face to see ! 

739. S. M. Episcopal Col. 

Ark of Safety, 
1 O, CEASE, my wandering soul, 
On restless wing to roam ; 
All this wide world, to either pole, 
Has not for thee a home. 
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2 Behold the ark of God ; 
Behold the opefl door ; 

O, haste to gain that dear abode, 
And rove, my soul, no more. 

3 There, safe thou g^halt abide ; 
There, sweet shall be thy rest, 

And every longing satisfied, 
With full salvation blest. 

780. L. M. Proud. 

Longing and Waiting* 

O, COULD I soar to worlds above, 
That blessed stat^ of peace and love, 
How gladly would I mount and fly 
On angels' wings to joys on high ! 

But, ah ! still longer must I stay. 
Ere darksome night is changed to day; 
More crosses, sorrows, conflicts bear, 
Exposed to trials, pains, and care. 

Well, let these troubles still abound ; 
Let thorns and briers fill the ground ; 
Let storms and tempests dreadful come, 
Till I arrive at heaven my home. 

My Father knows what road is best. 
And how to lead to peace and rest ; 
To him I cheerful give my all. 
Go where he leads, and wait his caU. 

When he commands my soul away. 
Not kingdoms then shall tempt my stay; 
With rapture I shall wake and rise, 
To join my friends above the skies. 
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731. -'S. M. Watts. 

The Bock that is higher iJian L 

1 O, LEAD me to the rock 

That's high above my head, 
And make the covert of thy tvings 
My shelter and my shade. 

2 Within thy presence, Lord, 

Forever I'll abide ; 
Thou art the tower of my defence, 
The refuge where I hide. 

7Sa. P. M. Whittibr. 

Watch and Pray. 

1 Shall we grow weary in our watch, . 

And murmur at the long delay. 
Impatient of our Father's time, 

And his appointed way ? 
Alas ! a deeper test of faith 

Than prison cell or martyr's stake, 
The self-abasing watcbfalness 

Of silent prayer may make. 

2 We gird us bravely to rebuke 

Oar erring brother in the wrong : 
And in the ear of pride and power 

Our warning voice is strong. 
Easier to smite with Peter's sword. 

Than "watch one hour" in humbling 
prayer : 
Life's " great things," like the Syriein lord, 

Our hearts can do and dare. 
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O, tbon who in the garden's shade 

Didst wake thy weary ones again 
Who slumbered at that fearful hour 

Forgetful of thy pain ; 
Bend o'er us now, as over them^ 

Add set our sleep-bound spirits firoe, 
Nor leave us slumbering in the watch 

Our souls should keep with thee. 

7SS. L. M. From « The Bove on the Ctobs.* 

The Border-Lands. 

Fathek, into thy lovipg hands, 

My feeble spirit I commit, 
While wandering in these border-lands 

Until thy voice shall summon it. 

Father, I would not dare to choose 
A longer life, an earlier death ; 

I know not what my soul might lose 
By shortened or protracted breath. 

These bofder-lands are calm and still, 
And solemn are their silent shades; 

And my heart welcomes them, until 
The light of life's long evening fades. 

I cannot see the golden gate 

Unfolding yet to welcome me ; 
I cannot yet anticipate 

The joy of heaven's jubilee. 

But I will calmly watch and pray 
Until I hear ray Saviour's voice, 

Calling my happy soul away 
To see bis glory and rejoice. 
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734. . S. M. . . 
Supplicati^nu 

1 The praying spirit breathe, 
The watching power impart, 

From all entanglements beneath 

Call off my peaceful heart : 

My feeble mind sustain, 

By worldly thoughts oppressed ; 
Appear, and bid me turn again 

To my eternal rest. 

2 Swift to my rescue come, 
Thy own this moment seize ; 

Gather ray wandering spirit hon^e, 

And keep in perfect peace : 

Suffered no more to rove 

O'er all the earth abroad. 
Arrest the prisoner of thy love, 

And shut me up in God. 

735. L. M. 61. C. Wesley. 

Comfort and Peace in Cfod, 
Thou hidden source of calm repose, 

Thou all-sufficient love divine, 
My help and refuge from my foes, 
Secure I am, if thou art mine ; 
And, lo ! from sin, and grief, and shame, 
I hide me, Jesus, in thy name. 

Thy mighty name salvation is. 
And keeps my happy soul above ; 

Comfort it brings, and power, and peace, 
And joy, and everlasting love ; 

To me with thy dear name are given. 

Pardon, and holiness, and heaven. 
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3 Father, my all in all thou art ; 

My rest in toil/ ray ease in pairi ; : 
The medicine of ray broken heart; 

In war, my peace — in loss, my gain ! 
My smile beneath the tyrant's frown, 
In shame, my glory and my crown. 

4 In want my plentiful supply ; 

In weakness my almighty power ; 
In bonds, my perfect liberty ; 

My light in Satan's darkest hpnr ; 
My comfort midst all grief and pain, 
My life in death, my endless gain. 

736. 6&10S.M. Vert. 

WiU Thou not visit me f 

1 Wilt thou not visit me ? 
The plant beside me feels thy gentle dew ; 

Each blade of grass I see. 
From thy deep earth its quickening moisture drew. 

2 Wilt thou not visit me ? 

Thy morning calls on me with cheering tone ; 

And every hill and tree 
Lends but one voice, the voice of thee alone. 

3 Come, for I need thy love. 

More than the flower the dew, or grass the rain; 

Come, like thy holy dove. 
And let me in thy sight rejoice to live again. 

4 Yes, thou wilt visit me ; 

Nor plant nor tree thine eye delights so well, 

As when, from sin set free, 
Man's spirit comes with thine in peace to dwell. 
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787i ' 1 1 & • 4s. M. WHWTifik. 
€Md^8 Mtrty in' our Afflictimis. 

1 With silence only as their benediction, 

God's angels corae ;. 

Where, in the shadow of a great affliction, 
The soul sits dumb. 

2 Yet would we say, what (every heart approv- 

eth, — 
Our Father's will. 
Calling to him the dear ones whom he loveth, 
Is mercy still. 

3 Not upon u§ or ours the solemn angel 

Hath evil wrought ; 

The funeral anthem is a glad evangel; ' 

The good die not-! 

4 God calls our loved ones, but we lose not wholly 

What he has given ; ^ 

They live on earth in thought and deed, as truly 
As in his heaven, 

738. S. M. TOPLADY. 

Encouragement in Darkness. 

1 Your harps, ye trembling saints, 

Down from the willows take ; 
Loud to the praise of love divine 
Bid eivery string awake. 

2 Though in a foreign land, 

We are not far from home ; 
And nearer to our house above 
We every moment come. 
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3 When we in darkness walk. 

Nor feel the heavenly flame, ^ 
Then is the. time to trust our God, 
And rest upon his name. 

4 Soon shall our doubts and fears 

Subside at his control ; 
His loving kindness shall break through 
The midnight of the soul. 

5 Blest is the man, O Lord, 

Who stays himself on thee ; 
Who waits for thy salvation, Lord, 
Shall thy salvation see. 

789. C. M. 81. 

Death and Ddiverance. 

1 And let this feeble body fail, 

And let it faint and die ; 
I soon shall quit this mournful vale, 

And soar to worlds on high ; 
Shall join the ransomed saints above, 

And find my long-sought rest ; 
That only bliss for which I pant 

In the Redeemer's breast. 

2 In hope of that immprtal crown, 

I now the cross sustain, 
And gladly wander up and down, 

And smile at toil and pain ; 
I suffer on my threescore years, 

Till ray Deliverer come. 
And wipe away his servant^s tears, 

And take his exile home. 
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8 O, wba^b^jfi J^8tis^fedUghtforniie>? 
Before my *mvi«hed eyes, 
BSvei's Off life' divine I see, 
And trees of paradise ; 
I see a host of brethren bright, 
Who taste the pleasures there ; 
, , Tb^y ^U are robed in spotless white, 
And conquering palms they bear. 

4 O, what are all my sufferings here, 

If, Loid, thou count me meet 
With that, enraptured host to appear. 

And worship at thy feet ? 
Give joy or grief, give ease or pain, 

Take life or friends away, * 
But let me find my friends again' 

In that eternal day. 

740. C. M. Whittieb. 

Gone Before. 

1 Another hand is beckoning us, 

Another call is given ; 
And glows once more with angel steps 
The path which reaches heaven. 

2 O, half we deemed she needed not 

The chaaging of her sphere 

To give to heaven a shining one, 

Who walked an angel here. 

3 Alone our Father's will 

One thought hath reconciled, — 
Tbat he wboise love exceedeth omrs; 
Hath taleea home his child. 
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4 Fold her, O Father^ in thine arms, 
And let her henceforth .be 
A messenger of love between ; 

Our human hearts and thee.^ 

6 Still let her mild rebukings stand 
Between ua and the wrong, 
And her dear memory serve to make 
Our faith in goodness strong. 

741. JL M. Hagxat. 

Ashep in Jesus. 

1 Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep ! 
From which none ever wakes to weep ; 
A calm and undisturbed repose, 
Unbroken by the dread of foes. 

2 Asleep in Jesus ! O, how sweet 
To be for such a slumber meet! 
With holy confidence to sing 

That Death has lost his venomed sting. 

3 Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful rest ! 
Whose waking is supremely blest ; 
No fear, no woes, shall dim that hour 
Which manifests the Saviour's power. 

4 Asleep in Jesus ! O, for me 
May such a blissful refuge be ; 
Securely shall my ashes lie. 

And wait the summons from on high. 

5 Asleep in Jesus! time nor space 
Debars this precious hiding-place ; 
On India's plains or Lapland's snows 
Believers find the same repose. 
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6 Asleep in^ Jegiaa ! far from thee 

Thy kindred and their graves may be ; 
But thine is still a bless^ Bleep, 
From which none ever wakes to weep. 

743« C. M. HfiuJLirs. 

Best on tTie Bosom of God, 

1 Calm on the bosgm of thy God, 

Fair spirit, rest thee now ! 
E'en while with us thy footsteps trod, 
His seal was on thy brow. 

2 Dust, to its narrow house beneath ! 

Soul, to its place on high1 
They that have seen thy look in death 
No more may fear to die. 

3 Lone are the paths, and sad the bowers, 

Whence thy meek smile is gone ; 
But, O ! a brighter home than ours. 
In heaven, is now thine own. 

748. L. M. Bryant. 

Bles9ed are ihey v>ho numm, 

1 Deem not that they are blest alone 

Whose days a peaceful tenor keep ; 
The God who loves our race has shown 
A blessing for the eyes that weep. 

2 The light of smiles shall beam again 

From lids that now o'erflow with tears, 
And weary hours of woe and pain 
Are earnests of serener years. 
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3 O, there are days of hope aiid rest 

For every dark and troubled lUght, 
And grief may bide, an evening guest, 
But joy shall come with mioming tight. 

4 And ye, who o'er a friend's low bier 

Now shed the bitter drops like rain, 
Hope that a brighter, happier sphere 
Will give him to your arms again. 

744. 8 & 7s. M. MoiB, altered. 

!Farewdl to a Child, 

1 Fare thee well, thou fondly cherished ; 

Dear, dear spirit, fare thee well ; 
He who lent thee bath recalled thee, 
Back with Him and his to dwelL 

2 Like a sunbeam, through our dwelling 

Shone thy presence, bright and calm ; 
Thou didst add a zest to pleasure ; 
To our sorrows thou werthjalm* 

3 Yet while mourning, O, our lost one ! 

Come no visions of despair! 
Seated on thy tomb, Faith's angel 
Saith thon art not, art not, there. 

4 Where, then, art thou ? With the Saviour^ 

Blest, forever blest to be ; 
*Mid the sinless little children, 

Who have heard his " Come to me." 

5 Passed the shades of Death's dark valley, 

Thou art leaning on his breast. 

Where the wicked may not enter. 

And the weary are at rest. 
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6 Plead that,.ia a Father's mercy y. 
All our sins may. be forgive^ ; 
Angel ! plead,, that tlw>iu mayst gyeet ns, 
Ransomed) at the g;^tes of heaven. 



74:«S* S. M. MdKTGOMiEEY. 

Ai Home in Heaven* - 

1 " FoRiivEjR with the Lord! " 

Amen ! so let it be ; 
life from the dead is in that word ; 
'Tis immortalityi 

I •• ■ 

2 Here in the body pent, 

Absent frpni Him I roam ; 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 
A day's march nearer home. 

3 " Forever with the Lord ! " 

Father, if 'tis thy will. 
The promise of that faithful word, 
E'en here to me fulfil. 

4 So, when my latest breath 

Shall rend the veil in twain, 
By death I shall escape from death, 
And life eternal gain. 

5 Knowing, as I am known, 

How shall I love that word ! 
And oft repeat before the throne, 
" Forever with the Lord I " 
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746. C. M. A3Jr(WTMou«, : 

Peaceful Death of the Righteons, 

1 I LOOKED Upon the righteous man, 

And saw his parting breath, 
"Without a struggle or a sigh, 

Serenely yield to death : 
There was no anguish on tyis brow, 

Nor terror in his eye : 
. The spoiler aimed a fatal dart. 

But lost the victory. 

2 I loolted upon the right^eous man, 

And heard the hojy prayer 
Which rose above that breathless form 

To soothe the mourners' ckre, 
And felt how precious was the gift 

He to his loved ones gave — 
The stainless memory of the just, 

The wealth beyond the grave. 

3 I looked upon the righteous man ; 

And all our earthly 'trust 
Of pleasure, vanity, or pride 

Seemed lighter than the dust, 
Compared with his celestial ^in — 

A home above the sky ; 
O, grant us. Lord, his life to live, ^ .. 

That we like him may die ! 

^47. C. M. Watts. 

A Vision of the Kingdom of Christ 
1 Lo, what a glorious sight appears > 
To our believing eyes ! 
The earth and seas are passed away, 
And the old rolling skies, 
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2 Prom the third heaven, where God resides, 

That holy, happy place, 
The new Jerusalem conies down, 
Adorned with shining grace. 

3 Attending angels shotit for joy,' 

And the bright eLtitiieU sing, 
" Mortals, behold the sacred seat 
Of your descending King. 

4 " The God of glory down to men r 

Removes his blest abode ; 
Men the dear objects of his grace, ' ^ * - 
And he the loving God. ' 

5 " His own soft hand shall wipe the tears 

From every weeping ^ye ; 
And pains, and groans, and ffriefs, arid fears, 
And death itself, shall die. 

6 How long, dear Saviour, O, how long 

Shall this bright hour delay ? 
Fly swifter round, ye wheels of time, 
And bring the. welcome day. , , 

" When shall I see my Faiher^s face 9 " 

1 On Jordan's stormy banks I stand, 

And cast a wishful eye 
To Canaan's fair and happy te|i^, 
Where my possessions lie. 

2 O; the trans pofting, rapturous scene, 

That rises to my sight! 
Sweet fields arrayed in living green, 
And rivers of delight. 



573 



itized by Google 



74W* 2iIF£, DEATH, AND FUTURITY. 

3 O'er all those wide^extended plains. 

Shines one eternal day ; 
There God, the Sun, forever reigns, 
And scatters night away. 

4 No chilling winds, no poisonous breatti, 

Can reach that, healthful shore : , 
Sickness and sorrow, pain and death, 
Are felt arid feared no more. 

5 When shall I reach that happy place, 

And be forever blest ? 
When shall I see my Father's face, 
And in his bosom rest? 

6 Filled with delight^ my raptured soul 

Can here no longer stay ; 
Though Jordan's waves around me roll, 
Fearless I'd launch away. 

749. 8 & 7s. M. Watebbtok. 

Deaih of a PupiL 

1 One sweet flower has drooped and faded. 

One sweet infant voice has fled. 
One fair brow the grave has shaded, 
One dear schoolmate now is dead. 

2 But we feel no thought of sadness. 

For our friend is happy now ; 

She has knelt in soul-felt gladness, 

Where the blessed angels bow. 

3 She has gone to heaven before us ; 

But she turns and waves her hand, 
Pointing to the glories o'er us, 
In that happy spirit-land. 
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4 May oar footsteps never falter 

In the path that she has trod ; 
May we worship at the altar 
Of the great and living God. 

5 Lord, may angels watch above us, 

Keep us all from error free — 
May they guard, and guide, and love us, 
Till, like her, we go to thee. 

7SO. 8, 7 & 6s. M. Mb3. Howitt. 

Befoicing in Heaven, 

1 O SPIRIT freed from bondage, 

Rejoice ! thy work is done : 
The weary world is 'neath thy feet, 
Thou brighter than the sun. 

2 Arise, put on thy garments. 

Which the redeemed win ; 
Now sorrow hath no part in thee. 
Thou sanctified from sin. 

3' Awake and breathe the living air 
Of our celestial clime ! 
Awake to love which knows no change, 
Thou who hast done with time ! 

4 Awake, lift up thy joyful eyes ; 
See, all heaven's host appears ; 
And be thou glad exceedingly. 
Thou who hast done with tears. 

6 Awake ! ascend ! Thou art not now 

With those of mortal birth ; 
The living God hath touched thy lips, 
Thou who hast done with earth. 
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751. L. M. Norton. 

Bles9edne88 of the Fious Dead, 

1 O, STAY thy tears ; for they are blest, 

Whose days are past, whose toil is done : 
Here midnight care disturbs our rest ; 
Here sorrow dims the noonday sun, 

2 How blest are they whose transient years 

Pass like an evening meteor's flight! 
Nor dark with guilt, nor dim with tears ; 
Whose course is short, unclouded, bright. 

3 O, cheerless were our lengthened way ; 

But heaven's own light dispels the gloom, 
Streams downward from eternal day. 
And casts a glory round the tomb. 

4 O, stay thy tears ; the blest above 

Have hailed a spirit's heavenly birth, 
And sing a song of joy and love ; 

Then why should anguish reign on earth ? 

• 7S9. L. M. Mrs. Steele. 

Early Death, 

1 So fades the lovely, blooming flower, 
Frail, smiling solace of an hour ; 

So soon our transient comforts fly, 
And pleasure only blooms to die. 

2 Is there no kind, no lenient art 
To heal the anguish of the heart ? 
To ease the heavy load of care. 
Which nature must, but cannot, bear? 
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3 Can reason's dictates be obeyed ? 
Too weak, alas ! her strongest aid ; 
O, let religion then be nigh ; 

Her comforts were not made to die. 

4 Her powerful aid supports the soul, 
And nature owns her kind control ; 
While she unfolds the sacred page. 
Our fiercest griefs resign their rage. 

6 Then gentle patience smiles on pain, 
And dying hope revives again ; 
Hope Nvipes the tear from sorrow's eye, 
And faith points upward to the sky. 

793. L. M. J. Shxblet, altered. 

Earthly Things transient. 

1 The glories of our birth and state 

Are shadows, not substantial things ; 
There is no armor against fate ; 
Death lays his icy hands on kings. 

2 Princes and magistrates must fall. 

And in the dust be equal made. 
The high and mighty with the small. 
Sceptre and crown with scythe and spade 

3 The laurel withers on our brow ; 

Then boast no more your mighty deeds : 
Upon death's purple, altar now 
See where the victor victim bleeds ! 

4 All heads .must come to the cold tomb ; 

Only the actions of the just 
Preserve in 4eatb a rich perfume. 

Smell sweet and blossom in the dust. 
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7ff4. P. M. A\r. B. Tappan. 

The Meavenly Best, 

1 There is an hour of peaceful rest 

To mourning wanderers given ; 
There is a tear for souls distressed, 
A balm for every wounded breast ; 

'Tis found alone in heaven. 

2 There is a home for weary bouIs, 

By sin and sorrow driven, 
When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals. 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls. 

And all is drear ; — 't is heaven. 

3 There faith lifts up the tearful eye, 

The heart with anguish riven, 
And views the tempest passing by. 
The evening shadows quickly fly. 

And all serene in heaven. 

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom, 

And joys supreme are given ; 
There rays divine disperse the gloom ; 
Beyond the confines of the tomb 

Appears the dawn of heaven. 

7SS. 12 & lis. M. Hbbbh. 

Fij^tercU Hymn, 

1 Thou art gone to the grave ; but we will not 
deplore thee. 
Though sorrows and darkness encompass 
the tomb ; 
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The Saviour has passed through its portals 
before thee, 
And the lamp of his love is thy guide 
through the gloom. 

2 Thou art gone to the grave; we no longer 

behold thee, 

Nor tread the rough paths of the world by 
thy side ; 
But the wide arms of mercy are spread to en- 
fold thee. 

And sinners may hope, for the Sinless hath 
died. 

3 Thou art gone to the grave ; and, its mansion 

forsaking, 
Perchance thy tried spirit in fear lingered 

long ; 
But the mild rays of Paradise beamed on 

thy waking, 
And the song which thou heardst was the 

seraphim's song. 

4 Thou art gone to the grave; but 'twere wrong 

to deplore thee, 
Whose God was thy Ransom, thy Guardian, 

thy Guide ; 
He gave thee, he took*thee, and he will restore 

thee, 
Where death has no sting, for the Saviour 

hath died. 
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756. CM.' me8. Jbbvm. 

Thou must go fc/iih, alone. 

1 Thou must go forth alone, my soul! 

Thou must go forth alone, 
To other scenes, to other worlds, ■ 

That mortal hath not known. 
Thou .must go forth alone, my soul. 

To tread the narrow vale ; 
But He whose word is sure hath said 

His comforts shall not faiL 

2 Thou must go forth alone, my soul, 

Along the darksome way. 
Where the bright sun has never shed 

His warm and gladsome ray ; 
And yet the Sun of Righteousness 

Shall rise amid the gloom, 
And scatter from thy trembling gaze 

The shadows of the tomb. 

3 Thou must go forth alone, my soul, 

To meet thy God above : 
But shrink not — he hath said, my soul, 

He is a God of love ; 
His rod and staff shall comfort thee 

Across the dreary road. 
Till thou shalt join the blessed ones 

In heaven's serene abode. 

757. L. M. W. B. O. Pbabodt. 

ITie Glories of Heaven. 
1 When all the hours of life are past, 
And death's dark shadow falls at last, 
It is not sleep — it is not rest — 
'Tis glory opening to the blest. 
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Their mighty Ma,steT bids them rise 
To radiant mansions in the skies, 
"Where each shall wear a robe of light, 
Like his, divinely fair and bright. 

Angels shall now unite their prayers 
With those of spirits blessed as theirs ; 
And light shall glance on every crown 
From suns that never more go down. 

No storms shall ride the troubled air, 
No sounds of passion enter there ; 
But all be peaceful as the sigh 
Of evening gales that breathe and die. 

There parted friends again shall meet 
In union holy, calm, and sweet ; 
And earthly sorrows, fear, and pain, 
Shall never reach their hearts again. 

For there the God of mercy sheds 
His purest influence on their heads. 
And gilds the spirits round his throne 
With glory radiant as his own. 

758. C. M. WATT8. 

The Death and Burial of a Saint. 

Why do we mourn departing friends, 

Or shake at death's alarms ? 
'Tis but the voice that Jesus sends 

To call them to his arms. 

Why should we tremble to convey 

Their bodies to the tomb ? 
There the dear flesh of Jesus lay, 

And left a long perfume. 
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3 The graves of all his saints Jhe blest, 

And softened every bed ; 
Where should the dying members rest, 
But with the dying head ? 

4 Thence he arose, ascending high, 

And showed our feet the way ; 
Up to the Lord our souls shall fly 
At the great rising day. 



759. L. M. Watts. 

Chrisfs Fresmee mak$s Decdk ea^,. 

1 Why should we start and fear to die? 

What timorous worms we mortals are ! 
Death is the gate of endless joy, 

And yet we dread to enter there. . . , 

2 The pains, the groans, the dying strife, 

» Fright our approaching souls away ; 
Still we shrink back agfeiin to life. 
Fond of our prison and our clay. 

3 O, if my Lord would come and meet, 

My soul should stretch her wings in haste. 
Fly fearless through death's iron gate, ' 
Nor feel the terrors as she passed. 

4 Jesus can make a dying bed 

Feel soft as downy pillows are, 
While on his breast I lean my head, 
And breathe my life out sweetly there. 
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76tf. L. M. w. J. LoBiKo. 

Consolcstion for the Loss of Fiona Friendt. 

1 Why weep for those, frail child of woe, 

Who've fled and left thee mourning here ? 
Triumphant o'er their latest foe, 
They glory in a brighter sphere. 

2 Weep not. for them j— beside thee now 

Perhaps they watch, with guardian care, 
And witness tears that idly flow 

O'er those who bliss of angels share. 

3 Or round their Father's throne above, 

With raptured voice, his praise they sing, 
Or on his messages of love 
They journey with unwearied wing. 

4 Space cannot check, thought cannot bound, 

The high-exulting souls whom he, 
Who formed these million worlds around, 
Takes to his own eternity. 

6 Weep, weep no more ; their voices raise 
The song of triumph high to God ; 
And wouldst thou join their song of praise. 
Walk humbly in the path they trod. 

761. L. M. Stennett. 

"It is finished.'' 

1 " 'T IS finished ! " so the Saviour cried, 
And meekly bowed his head, and died ; 
" 'T is finished ! '^ yes, the race is run. 
The battle fought, the victory won. 
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2 " 'T is finished ! " all that heaven fotetold 
Bjr prophets in the days of old ; . 

And truths are opened to our view, 
That kings and prophets never knew. 

3 " 'T is finished !'^ Son ot God, thy power 
Hath triuraph^jd. in this awful hour ; 

And yet our eyes with sorrow see 
That life to us was death to thee. 

T6^. C. M. Babbauld. 

Christ oiar Life in Death, 

1 We tread the path our Master trod : 

We bear the cross he bore ; . 
And every 1;horn that wounds our feet 
His temples pierced before. 

2 Oft do our eyes with joy o'erflow, 

And oft are bathed in tears ; 
Yet nought but heaven our hopes ew raise, 
And nought but sin our fears. 

3 We purge our mortal dross away, 

Refining aa we run ; 
And while we die to earth and sense, , 
Our heaven is here begun. 

763. P. M. Para, from the German. 

A Fraifer in Trouble, 

1 Father, I call to thee ! ^. 

Guide me triumphant, or if dying, still guide me ; 
The dark valley brightens if thou art beside me ; 
Even as thou wilt, so guide thou me ! 
God, I acknowledge thee! 
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2 Gody I acknowledge thiee ! 

As when the ieaves are by autumn winds driven, 
So when the storm-^cloud of b^rttle is riyen, 
Fountain of merey,. I call to thee ! ; ; 
Father, O bless tbou me I 

3 Father, O bless thou me! ' 
Calmly my life to thy hands I ddiver ; 

Be thou its guardian as thou Wasf its giver; 
Living or dying, O bless thou me ! 
God, I repose in thee I - 

4 God, I repose in thee! 

When the sharp terrors of death shall assail me, 
When heart and flesh in the conflict shall fail me, 
Then to thyself, my God, take thou me! 
Father, I call to thee ! 



"^64. 11 & 10s. M. Longfellow. 

Peace, 

1 Down the dark futu^Q^ through long.generations, 

The sounds of war grow fainter, and then 

cease; 
Aiid like a bell with solemn, sweet vibrations, 
I hear once more the voice ^ of* Christ say, 

"Peace!" 

2 Peace ! and no longer, from its brazen portals, 

The blast of war's great organ shakes th^ 
skies ; 
But beautiful as songs of the immortals, 
The holy melodies of love arise, 



itized by Google 



709) 766. OCCASIONAL. 



765. 6s. M. LutHfeR. . 
Th& Martyred Saints, 

1 Flung to the heedless winds, 

Or on the waters cast, 
Their ashes i^hall be watched, 

And gathered at the last ; 
And from that scattered dust 

Around us and abroad 
Shall spring a plenteous seed 

Of witnesses for God. 

2 The Father hath received 

Thieir latest living breaiii •, 
Yet vain is Satan's boast 

Of victory in their death : ^ 
Still, still, though dead, they spe^k, 

And trumpet-tongued proclaim 
To many a wakening land 

The one availing name. 



700. S. M. Ancient Hthns. 

Hymn for all Saints. 

1 For all thy saints, O God, 

Who strove in Christ to live, 
Who followed him, obeyed, adored. 
Our grateful hymn receive. 

2 For all thy saints, O God, 

Accept our thankful cry. 
Who counted Christ their great reward, 
And yearned for him to die. 
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3 They all, in life and death, 

With him, their Lord, in view, 
Learned from thy Holy Spirit's breath, 
To suffer and to do. 

4 For this thy name we bless, 

And humbly pray that we 

May follow them in holiness, . 

And live and die in the^. 

767. 0. M. Ancient Hymns. 

The MaHyrs* Triumphs,' 

1 The triumphs of thie martyred saints 

The joyous lay demand ; 
The heart delights in song to dwell' 

On that victorious belnd, — . 
Those whom, the senseless world abhorred, 

Who cast ih^ world aside, 
Deeming it worthless, for the sakts • 

Of Christ, their Lord and Guide. 

2 For him they braved the tyrant^s rage. 

The scourge's cruel smart ; 
The wild beast's fang their bodies tore. 

But vanquished not the )ieart ; 
Like lambs, before the sword they fell, 

Nor cry nor plaint ex(»esaed ; 
For patience kept the conscious mind. 

And armed the fearless breast. 

3 What tongue can tell the crown prepared 

The martyr's brow to grace ? 
His shining robe, bis joys unknown, 
Before thy glorious face ? 
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Vouchsafe us, Lord, if such thy wiU, 
Clear skies and seasons calm ; 

If not, the martyr's cross to bear, 
And win the martyr's palm. 

768. S. M. Dbummond. 
A Public Fast, 

1 « Is this a fast for me ? " 
Thus saith the Lord our God ; 

" A day for man to vex his soul, 
And feel affliction's rod ? 

2 " No ; is not this aloue 
The sacred fast I choose : 

Oppression's yoke to burst in twain, 
The bands of guilt unloose ? 

3 " To nakedness and want 
Your food and raiment deal, 

To dwell your kindred race among, 
And all their sufferings heal ? 

4 " Then, like the morning ray, 
Shall spring your health and light; 

Before you, righteousness shall shine, 
Behind, my glory bright ! " 

T69. C. M. Wattb. 

" These are they that came out of great tribulation/* 

1 These glorious minds, how bright they shine ! 
Whence all their white array ? 
How came they to the happy seats 
Of everlasting day ? 
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2 From torturing pains to endless joys 

On fiery wheels they rode ; , 
. And they have washed their raiment white 
In Jesus' dying blood. 

3 Now they approach their Father, God, 

And bow before his throne ; ^ 
Their warbling harps and sacred songs 
^ Adore the Holy One. 

4 Tormenting thirst shall leave their souls, 

And hunger flee as fast : 
The fruit ot life's immortal tree 
Shall be their sweet repast. 

5 The Lamb shall lead his heavenly flock 

Where living fountains rise, 
And lave divide shall wipe away 
All sorrow from their eyes. 

•7TO. 7s. M. FUBNBSS. 

Je9us our Guide and Light, 

1 Feeble, helpless, how shall I 
Learn to live and learn to die ? 
Who, O God, my guide shall be ? 
Who shall lead thy child to thee ? 

2 Blessed. Father, gracious One, 
Thou hast sent thy holy Son ; 
He will give the light I need, 
He my trembling steps will lead. 

3 Through this world, uncertain, dim, 
Let me ever learn of him, 

From his precepts wisdom draw, 
Make his life my solemn law, 
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4 Thus in deed, and thought, and word, 
Led by Jesus, Christ thq Lord, 

In my weakness, thus shall I 
Learn to live and leatn to die ; — 

5 Learn to live in peace and love, 
Like the perfect ones above ; 
Learn to die without a fear, 
Feeling thee, my Father, near. 



771. S. M/ PUBHISSS, 

A Cammumon ffymn. 

Here in the broken bread. 

Here, in the cup we take. 

His body and his blood behold, 

Who suff'ered for our sake. 

O Thou, who didst allow 
. Thy Son to suffer thus, 
Father, what more couldst thou have done 

Than thou hast done for us ? 

We are persuaded now 
That nothing can divide 
Thy children from thy boundless love, 
Displayed in Him who died ; — 

Who died to make us sure 
Of mercy, truth, and peace, 
And from the power and pains of sin 
To bring a full release. 
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77a. C. M. NOBL. 

Love and GroAitude to Gkrist. 

1 If human kindness meets return, 

And owns the grateful tie ; 
K tender thoughts within us burn 
To feel that friends are nigh ; — 

2 O, ^hall not warmer accents tell 

The gratitude we owe 
To Him who died our fe^irs to quell, 
And save from death and woe ? 

3 While yet in anguish he surveyed 

Those pangs he would not flee, 
What love his latest words displayed ! 
" Meet, and remember me." 

4 Remember thee ! thy death, thy shame. 

Our sinful hearts to share ! 
O memory, leave no other name 
But his recorded there ! 



773. C. M. Fbothinqham. 

** Bemember me" 

^' BememAbr me," the Saviour said, 

On that forsaken night 
When from his side the nearest fled. 

And death was close in sight. 

Through all the following ages' track 

The world remembers yet ; 
With love ?ind worship gazes back, 

And never can forget. 
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3 But who of us hag seen his face, 

Or heard the words he said ? 
And none can now his look retrace 
In breaking of the bread. 

4 O blest are they who have not seen, 

And yet believe him still! 
They know him, when his praise they meaiii 
And when they do his will. 

5 We hear his word along our way ; 

We see his light above ; 
Remember when we strive and pray,. 
Remember when we love. 

774. CM. S.F.Smith. 

One in Christ, 

1 Planted in Christ, the living Vine, 

This day, with one accord. 
Ourselves, with humble faith and joy, 
We yield to thee, O Lord ! 

2 Joined in one body may we be ; 
, One inward life partake ; 

One be our heart, one heavenly hope 
In every bosom wake. 

3. In prayer, in effort, tear-s, and tdils, 
. One Wisdom be our guide ; 
Taught by one Spirit from above, 
In thee may we abide. 

4 Then, when among the saints in light 
Our joyful spirits shine, 
Shall anthems of immortal praise, 
O Lamb of God, be thine. 
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775. P. M. H. Ware, Je. 

The Progress of Freedom. 
Oppression shall not always reign ; 

There comes a brighter day, 
WBen freedom, burst from every chain. 

Shall have triumphant way. 
Then right shall over might prevail, 
And truth, like hero armed in mail, 
The hosts of tyrant wrong assail, 

And hold eternal sway. 

What voice shall bid the progress stay 

Of truth's victorious car ? 
What arm arrest the growing day. 

Or quench the solar star ? 
What reckless soul, though stout and strong, 
Shall dare bring back the ancient wrong, 
Oppression's guilty night prolong. 

And freedom's morning bar ? 

The hour of triumph comes apace, 

The fated, promised hour, 
When earth upon a ransomed race 

Her bounteous gifts shall shower. 
Ring, Liberty, thy glorious bell ! 
Bid high thy sacred banner swell ! 
Let trump on trump the triumph tell 

Of Heaven's redeeming power. 

776. 6 & 4s. M. Anonymous. 

Prayer for our Country. 
1 God bless our native land ! 
Firm may she ever stand, 
Through storm and night ; 
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When the wild tempests rave, 
Ruler of winds and wave, 
Do thou our country save 
By thy great might. 

2 For her our prayer shall rise » . 
To God above the skies ; 

On him we wait ; 
Thou who hast heard each sigh, 
Watching each weeping eye, 
Be thou K)rever nigh ; — 

God save the state ! 

777. P. M. Milton, altered, 

A Christmas Hymn. 

1 No war nor battle's sound 
Was heard the world around ; 

No hostile chiefs to furious combat ran ; 

But peaceful was the night 

In which the Prince of light 
His reign of peace upon the earth began. 

2 The shepherds on the lawn. 
Before the point of dawn. 

In social circle sat ; while all around 

The gentle fleecy brood, 

Or cropped the flowery food, 
Or slept, or sported on the verdant ground. 

3 When lo ! with ravished ears. 
Each swain delighted hears 

Sweet music, off*spring of no mortal hand ; 

Divinely-warbled voice. 

Answering the stringed noise. 
With blissful rapture charmed the listening band. 
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4 They saw a glorious light 
Burst on their wondering sjght ; 

Harping in solemn choir, in robes arrayed, 

The helm<Sd cherubim 

And sworded seraphim 
Are seen in glittering ranks, with wings displayed. 

5 Sounds of so sweet a tone 
Before were never known, 

But when of old the sons of morning sung. 

While God disposed in air 

Each constellation fair. 
And the well-balanced world on hinges hung. 

6 " Hail, hail, auspicious morn ! 
The Saviour, Christ, is born." 

(Such was the immortal seraph's song sublime ;) 

" Glory to God in heaven ! 

To man sweet peace be given,. 
Sweet peace and friendship to the end of time ! " 

778. L M. w. p. LuNT. 

Our Forefathers, 

1 When, driven by oppression's rod. 

Our fathers fled beyond the sea, 
Their care was first to honor God, 
And next to leave their children free. 

2 Above the forest's gloomy shade 

The altar and the school appeared ; 
On that the gifts of faith were laid. 
In this their precious hopes were reared. 

3 The altar and the school still stand, 

The sacred pillars of, our trust, 
And freedom's sons shall fill the land 
• When we are sleeping in the dust. 
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4 Before thine altat, Lord, we beiid, 

With gratefdl song and fervent pi*ayer, 
For thou who wast otir fathers' friend- 
Wilt make our offspring still thy care. . 

779. L. M. WlJfCHELL's Sl5L. 

Missionary Hymn, 

1 Ye Christian heralds, go, proclaim . :^. 
Salvation in Immanuel's name : 

To distant climes the tidings bear, 
And plant the rose of Shardn there. 

2 He'll shield you with a wall of fire, 
With holy zeal your hearts inspire, 
Bid raging winds their fury cease, 
And calm the savage breast to peace. 

3 And when our labors all are o'er. 
Then shall we meet to part no more, — 
Meet, with the ransomed throng to fall, 
And crown the Saviour Lord of all. 

78©. L. M. Newman. 

Christ always near, 

1 O, SAV not thou art left of God, 

Becaiase his tokens in the sky 
Thou canst not read ; this earth Christ trod, 
To teach thee he was ever nigh. 

2 He sees beneath the fig tree green • 

Nathaniel con his sacred lore ; 
Should st thoTi the closet seek, unseen. 
He enters through the unopened door* ' 
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3 And when thou , liest by slumber bound, 

Out>vearied in the Christian fight, 
In glo^y, girt with saints around, 

He stands above thee through the night. 

4 When friends to Emmaus bend their course, 

He joins, althor^gh he holds their eyes ; 
Or shouldst thou feel some fever's force, • 
He takes thy hand, and bids thee rise. 

5 Or on a voyage, when calms prevail. 

And prison thee upon the sea, 
He walks the wave, he wings the sail, 
The shore is gained, and thou art free. 

T81. L. M. O.W. HOLMBS. 

Hymn of Trust, 

1 O LOVE divine, that stooped to share 
Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear, 
On thee we cast each earth-born care ; 
We smile at pain while thou art near ! 

^ Though long the weary way we tread, 
^ And sorrow crown each lingering year. 
No path we shun, no darkness dread. 

Our hearts still whispering, thou art near! 

3 When drooping pleasure turns to grief, 

' And trembling faith is changed to fearj 
The murmuring wind, the quivering leaf, 
Shall softly tell us, thou art near ! 

4 On thee we fling our burdening woe, 

O love divine, forever dear, 
Content to suffer, while we know, 
Living and. dying, thou art near! 
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783. L. M. DODDBIDOE. 

The one l^ing needful. 

1 Why will ye lavish out your years 
Amidst a thousand trifling cares, 
While in this various range of thought 
The one thing needful is forgot ? 

2 Why will ye chase the fleeting wind, 
And famish an immortal mind, 
While angels with regret look down 
To see you spurn a heavenly crown ? 

3 The eternal God calls from above, 
And Jesus pleads his bleeding love ; " 
Awakened conscience gives you pain ; 
And shall they join their pleas in vain ? 

4 Not so your dying eyes shall view 
Those objects which ye now pursue ; 
Not so shall heaven and hell appear, 
When the decisive hour is near. 

5 Almighty God, thy power impart 
To fix conviction on the heart ; 
Thy power unveils the blindest eyes, 
And makes the haughtiest scorner wise. 
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